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	1. Prologue for Part 1- Claws of Death (C0)

This is War

'A How To Train Your Dragon Fanfiction'

**RATED – T – Contains: Strong Violence, War Themes, Blood and Gore, Mild Language, Mild Adult Themes.**

**GENRE - Dark themed – Fantasy / Adventure [Action]**

**SUMMARY – ****They thought he was dead. As the Scarlet Queen began her reign of terror, all seemed lost, the light sucked into the dark, freedom never to be felt again... But he's coming to end the fight. Darkness shall cower, as a dragon blacker than night, upon his back a man with wings, returns. And he cries out the warning, to the good and the evil... This is War.**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**RE-WRITE**

**CONTENT WARNING: **

**Chapter will contain death, heavy blood and gore, and violence. **

**Viewer Discrimination is strongly advised. **

**Also, (on some level) minor spoilers for HttyD 2.**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**Chapter 0 : Claws of Death [Prologue of Part One]**

**-Valka's Dragon Sanctuary, Noon.**

Ramming the dragon down to the ground, he reared up, driving his tusks into the poor bastard's vulnerable, icy blue underbelly. As they sank into the flesh, peeling and tearing at the squelching skin around the wound, he felt guts and blood bath his killing machines.

The dragon's roar soon became a scream, its death slow and painful.

An agonised roar tore through the air, as a resonating thud echoed across the battlefield, as it drove them all the way through, piercing the other side and hovering over the snowy ground, now tinted a sickening red.

Blood gushed out its underbelly, as he removed his tusks, watching as its eyes rolled to the back of his skull, and it died on the spot.

Watching, the reality took its sweet time to sink in;

The Alpha had fallen.

At first, he heaved and panted, slowly turning around, barely aware that crimson blood and guts were dripping and sliding off his tusks, blood splattered across his face and caking his neck.

He looked like a mad-dragon- but, then again, he _was_.

He already worked for a mad-man, so this was nothing special. But, the agony and horror that followed his victory had him wanting to die.

Lifting his dark, massive head, the Bewilderbeast bellowed, as his mind practically exploded; bright, disturbing lights of rapidly spinning and flashing red, black and blue tortured him, and he fought with all his mind to_ get rid_ of _them_. But alas, they continued to dance in his eyes, and from the outside, it just appeared as if his eyes were turning into incredibly narrow slits.

Despite the onslaught of pain, he soon found himself gleefully accepting and welcoming it; this was what it felt like to be an ALPHA. The king, and all-powerful ruler of all dragon kind.

His roar soon became one of command, and before long, hypnotised, mind controlled dragons from both their sides flew around his head. Shrieking and screeching, they showered their new Alpha with respect and submission.

Coming down with a mighty thud, his eyes and mind slowly started to come back to reality.

The monster of a dragon decided to test out his new ability.

His mind reached out to all dragons, as he easily broke down their mental defences.

_**BOW**,** MY SUBJECTS!**_

The expectantly staring gathering of dragons, the oh so _puny _dragons, respectively obeyed, practically grovelling before him. They were completely heedless of what they were doing.

Any who weren't in his command yet, well, they were flying around him like little Fireworms trying to protect their pathetic Queen. Ugh, they always were wretched little things. His mind was slowly slipping into a state of what he'd put next to insanity, but he didn't give a single shit. He had _everything_ right now, in this glorious, shining moment. With a furious roar, he rose once more on his hind legs, watching as the annoying, blind souls who didn't see his power and majesty, flew around blindly, trying to find and attack him, while desperately attempting to not crash into a trap or wall, and attempting (and failing) to steal back their independence from his iron claws of will.

His blue and red gaze suddenly whipped to the side, feeling a very powerful jab to his skull, that almost made him wince in pain.

_Almost_.

Not really.

Turning his gruesome head to the side, he searched the sky for what he was looking for; he reached out mentally, and rather than finding _one_ powerful mind, he found _two_.

Except, one was human.

While he was beyond furious that those stupid Dragon Riders were messing everything up, _again_, even in _his_ moment of_ glory_, he couldn't resist snorting in pleasure, by the powers of Loki, he had a aptitude for this!

His frustrated roar split the air, and sent tremors through the earth below his feet, but that foolish dragon and its human didn't appear before him as he ordered.

Batting at both of their minds at the same time, he tried to lure them in; ah, yes, he could control humans, too. It had only been on very rare occasions, but none the less, he could do just that. It was some what of a challenge, too, since the primal instincts in the minds of humans was quite low, and they weren't exactly the same race. But, that didn't mean dragons couldn't dominate humans.

As he lost his patience and rammed his full power into the two's minds, he knew they were done for.

He heard cries and shouts of other humans, and screeches from their dragons, but he inwardly laughed at them. There was nothing they could do now. They should have submitted to him when they had the chance; now, they would meet the same demise as that pathetic snowy Bewilderbeast, laying dead and mangled on the cold, unforgiving, blood stained, snowy ground of a battlefield. A place where the war had already been won, even before the first ship was docked at the shore.

Two equally as pained screams tore split the air like a knife through butter, one human, and one dragon.

He watched, amused but almost pitiful, as a black streak crashed into the ground not far from him, the sound of snapping bones and their heavy landing echoing through the icy battlefield.

He snorted, listening as they went silent. However, they were still alive, and he could tell.

...It was time to finish this.

Oo-oOo-oO

**-Valka's Dragon Sanctuary, Noon**

Drago Bludvist watched. He watched all of it. Right from when the Muddy Bewilderbeast brutally murdered the Alpha, to when he took down the legendary Ancestral Night Fury.

Only when that happened, did he step in, as his Queen had ordered.

The Bewilderbeast noticed his forthcoming, and snarled his immediate resolve. Drago ignored the massive creature, knowing very well it was just its mind slipping into nothing, and just pits of darkness and insanity.

Eventually giving in, the Bewilderbeast followed his 'master' to where the dragon and rider had fallen.

They found the rider laid on his side, barely breathing. The young man's ribs were clearly broken, and he was unconscious in his own pool of blood.

Not far away, his Night Fury stood, banged up bad.

His wing was clearly broken, the membrane torn into shreds. Blood was oozing out a long cut on his side, and his body was bent in a way that made some of his ribs literally stick out of his body. He groaned, blearily blinking, and trying to grasp what happened. When he saw his human, his eyes widened in horror and panic, and only expanded upon sighting Drago and his Bewilderbeast.

The Alpha looked bored, although the madman at its feet looked more disappointed. "Really?" He asked, basically to no one. "All those years waiting for this so-called legendary rider, and THIS is what we get?" Toothless felt some confusion behind the terror and pain, but it was nearly fully blocked by the overruling emotions. "Pathetic." The madman snarled. He spun his bull-hook around to face the Alpha, who hissed in warning.

_**DO NOT TRIFLE AND TOY WITH ME, OLD Master. I am a FREE ALPHA now! **_

The Bewilderbeast shouted at the man, who merely grunted, muttering something about 'doing this old-fashioned'.

With a single motion, he swung his weapon around repeatedly over his head, shouting words telepathically from long, long ago, under a simple yell. Immediately, the Bewilderbeast bellowed his rage, being confined in the spell's magical bindings.

As it struck, he groaned, a horrific sound to hear, and felt his _whole body _shudder.

Drago merely looked on coldly, as the dragon once again became his own. The Night Fury had moved some what closer to his fallen rider, who was now awake and alert of his surroundings. The viking was downright petrified, watching the whole thing with no words and only pain and fear to fill him.

"NOW." Drago snarled, his voice laced with so much venom and malice, it could have downed and entire army.

He slowly lifted his bull hook from where the Bewilderbeast stared at it, entranced, and moved it right over so it landed directly on the Night Fury. The Alpha followed it, and got the idea; its bloody frills twitched, and a series of agitated clicks rose from its throat; it's eyes narrowed even further, continuously switching from extra thin to deadly thin.

Hiccup froze, not needing to be fully conscious, or told what that meant.

Whimpering in a way that was inhumane, he watched in terror, as his beloved partner started roaring and battling, until he finally fell under the Alpha's terrifying, bending will and power...

…...And became the Alpha's own.

Drago pointed his bull hook at Hiccup's chest, speaking a blunt, menacing voice.

"Kill him."

Hiccup's eyes widened, as the Bewilderbeast sent the command, and was received, by an alien-sounding growl from Toothless.

As if he was never wounded, the Night Fury started to walk and partially limp towards him...

Set to kill.

He was a complete puppet.

His best friend was a slave to the Bewilderbeast.

The Alpha.

Drago Bludvist.

And it was all _his FAULT_.

So he stood, and accepted his death, unaware of what laid ahead of that one mistake, which turned out to be more of a miracle.

Oo-oOo-oO

**-Valley of Echoes, Midnight.**

Dark wings covered the moon, blocking the silver glow from touching the land.

It was a dragon.

With pitch black scales that blended in with the night sky, sparkling and shimmering in the pale light of the starlight, and glowing red eyes that were enough to strike terror into the hearts of any foe, the creature was truly a sight to behold.

And upon its back, a large hunk of a man sat, silent as he stared blankly down on the beautiful landscape most would admire.

The dragon dove, tucking its massive wings to its sides, levelling out over the Valley of Echoes.

As it's name implied, the long, dark crevice between the mountain sides, bounced off loud noises perfectly; such was the case for a haunting shriek.

Dragons, critters, birds and predators alike cowered in fear, as huge shadows passed over their nests and homes, the sound of wings beating against the chilly night breeze alerting them of the beast's nearby presence. With a single roar, Whispering Deaths whimpered. When passing a cold glare over the nest of a Changewing, the residents scurried to hide.

_Cowards_, it thought.

The rider on its back merely grunted at his dragon's statement, veering the creature towards a dark fortress upon the hill.

Gliding over the high mountain peaks, they encountered one flock of terrified **Sand Nadders*** and a dumb, and now brutally mangled and dead Snub-Nosed Gronckle, before they turned, entering a ring of large, towering and intimidating mountains, that closed in on a rocky, barren wasteland which had only two ways out; flying, or somehow find their way through the endless complex of underground tunnels.

The black dragon snapped his wings open, hovering over the huge black fortress that contained tortures and memories beyond imagination. They circled it twice, before gliding down to the huge, desolate clearing at its front. Great clouds of grey dust flew up around the beast, shrouding the already dark dragon in a cloak of grey.

Guarding the entrance were six armoured dragons, standing in a defensive line with watchful eyes. Upon seeing the huge dragon land, they stepped aside, and a moment later, the wall seemed to shift, and open, the result of huge doors sliding open.

The rider kicked the dragon's shoulder, who snorted and laid down. The man swung his leg over, and leaped off the huge beast, landing with a thud.

Drago Bludvist, Shur'tugal, Rider of Skulblaka Deathstar, had arrived.

Oo-oOo-oO

**-Queen Scarlet's Fortress, Midnight.**

"YOU LET THEM ESCAPE?!" She shrieked, and Drago gathered up his tolerance. This was going to be rough.

Her eyes narrowed, as he rose his voice. "We did NOT let them go, your majesty- rather, we attempted to rid of them in a place that would convince the viking world they are dead." He paused, wondering why he even tried, since she didn't look convinced, even in the slightest. "And," Drago explained, "The fools have believed it."

"Yes," Scarlet snarled, looking ready to slaughter a dozen armies. "And now the _GODS _have them."

The crimson dragon lowered her head to look them directly, her glowing, slitted-pupil, piercing yellow eyes illuminating the scales around them in a bright glare. Shining in the light, her scarlet (hence her name) scales glittered like jewels. After a silent pause, she made a deep rumble in her throat, and lowered her head to his level. Drago wasn't even a sixth of the size of her snout, and he was only just smaller than her eye.

"At least the Archipelago is weakened now." The Dragon Rider cast his dark gaze aside, trying to muster up some excuse to save his ass.

"Go on..." The dragoness hissed.

Drago pressed on, his dragon still silent by his side. "Without the Rider and his Dragon, the Archipelago is now quite vulnerable- Especially their home," He explained, "We could take the Island now, and surely, that would stir enough controversy-"

"Yes, but we don't need _THAT_." The red dragon interrupted.

"We needed them-" She turned her head on one side, so she could stare right at him with one massive eye. Drago couldn't resist it. He cowered, almost going onto his knees in fear.

She stayed calm, which honestly made things even more terrifying. "-We needed the _one thing_ you let slip out of our grasp... _Poof_, just like that!" She bared her sharp, white teeth at him in a snarl. "And THAT'S the excuse you come up with?"

Drago stayed silent. Beside him, his Skulblaka Night Fury hissed in warning, daring her to touch his rider.

Raising his voice to the conversation, Deathstar made sure to pour a ton of malice into his voice within the next few seconds. _Remember, you big bag of scales_, He hissed, _You need us. We are at your command, but go too far, and you'll regret it_.

A little nagging voice tugged at the back of Drago's mind- Hasn't she already gone past the limit? His thoughts didn't reach his dragon, for obvious reasons. Deathstar was awful at keeping his temper In heated situations, especially in arguments such as these. The dragon's muscles were tense with caution, ready to spring or attack at any moment.

Queen Scarlet hissed, nodding slowly. "Yes, yes, I know... Drago, could you tell your little lizard companion to shut his mouth, please?" She looked at her claws casually. "I'd absolutely HATE it for any... _Accidents_... To occur, within the next hour of briefing."

Raising a hand and laying it on the dragon's scaly shoulder, Drago soon managed to silence his dragon.

"Now," Scarlet said. "This is not the first time you have failed me, Shur'tugal. I expect this to _NEVER_ happen again. Sound good to you?"

He glared coldly up at his Queen. "No promises, your highness.

"Very well..."

She hissed, her eyes glowing briefly as she licked her thin forked tongue over her teeth.

Drago repeated his words. "No. Promises."

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N (Author's Note):**

**Re-write. Can't say anything else, other than I've come a long way, and is now much more dedicated- as in, this is MUCH longer. **

**Those who read the original will notice the change in Scarlet; I decided to change this scene to a more calm version of her. She knows a lot of things, guys. XD**

**I am actually proud of myself, and that is a rare occurrence. **

**-Crystallion12.**


	2. Part 1 Opener- All that Remains (C1)

This is War

'A How To Train Your Dragon Fanfiction'

**RATED – T – Contains: Strong Violence, War Themes, Blood and Gore, Mild Language, Mild Adult Themes.**

**GENRE - Dark themed – Fantasy / Adventure [Action]**

**SUMMARY – ****They thought he was dead. As the Scarlet Queen began her reign of terror, all seemed lost, the light sucked into the dark, freedom never to be felt again... But he's coming to end the fight. Darkness shall cower, as a dragon blacker than night, upon his back a man with wings, returns. And he cries out the warning, to the good and the evil... This is War.**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**This Is War**

**Part One - A New Beginning**

**Part One Opener**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**CHAPTER 1: All that Remains [Part One Opener]**

_The tale of Hiccup and Toothless' prophesied ascension was indeed one to be known, and spread far and wide- across many lands..._

Looking up to the sky the Outcasts, once a tribe as their name implied, they once more searched for the black wings, which would descend and reveal the warm, smiling face of his friendly rider... But they never came, they didn't any more, because they couldn't.

_Some demanded for his true murderer's head... Drago Bludvist..._

As the rider's father unrolled yet again another scroll from the Bog Burglars, he braced himself for yet again more sympathetic words, and reports of sightings... He had sworn to murder Drago Bludvist himself (as painfully as humanly possible), but their multitude of allies had insisted they help with the search...

_No-one could find the man, no less figure out his whereabouts..._

The chief quietly set down the scroll, sighing. His long-lost wife came up beside him, sat, and remained silent as they mourned for what had to be the fiftieth time...

_But in the same way, no man, nor dragon, knew what had truly happened to the dragon and his boy... For the path of ascension, was not known to mankind, not for years after the duo's new beginning..._

In the quiet of night, one husky boy sat in his room, reading, trying to understand. Beside him, his Gronckle Meatlug followed his eyes along the page, being quiet as to not disturb Fishlegs in his thinking, and reading. How she wished she could tell her beloved boy, how she wanted to tell him what had happened... For she knew...

_Ascension was known to be the last stage of a living being's life, the final journey, which never ceased to end, only ending for the one chosen for them on Midgard... For one's journey never ends, as long as they keep dreaming and believing..._

Astrid, once the love of the rider's life, sat on the edge of a cliff, overlooking the ocean. She stared into the distance, no noise except for the quiet sound of the waves clashing against the rocks and beach in the distance. Her Deadly Nadder, Stormfly, keened to see her best friend, who she would never see again... The one she loved, loved as much as her rider, the Night Fury who would never return...

_Grief came to all, who heard, who saw, no matter their opinions, and thoughts, for the greatest Dragon Rider, and his Night Fury, had fallen, one more mysteriously than the other... _

It was times like these that would hurt the Thorston twins, hurt them worse than any Plasma Blast could. They were known for loving pain, destruction, and basically anything terrible, but this was not something they had ever actually imagined happening... And the pain was unlike anything they could handle... Behind them, their Zippleback was silent, mournful. The four heads exchanging the saddest glances with each other...

_But no anger, no bloodshed, and no revenge would ever remove the pain, and it would only soothe it. Nothing could ever end the agony, and end the forlorn feeling they all experienced. And they knew it..._

A Monstrous Nightmare lifted his head from his rider's lap, catching his teary gaze with a whimper. Snotlout, who was the rider's cousin, who liked to keep his true emotions a secret, sat in the dark, rather cold empty caves underneath the island, crying like never before for the one he had bullied cruelly for the majority of their lives...

_Little did they all know, it was not the last time they would see him... He had a bigger role to fulfil on Midgard, larger than any chiefdom... The meeting of the dragon and his boy was no work of luck or chance... It was more than coincidence, a work of fate, a work of the gods... _

Somewhere in the far away lands, an enormous crimson dragon tilted her head to the sky, feeling droplets of blood slide down her snout, and splat on her gold chain mail, as she looked down... At another dead Bewilderbeast... Another dragon who had failed her... A dragon who had once been an Alpha, only to be defeated again...

_They would not go down, not without a fight...All evil would one day cower before them, the saviours, and guardians, of Midgard... Justice would soon be laid upon the evil, light brought to the dark, and peace to the world... _

After a traumatising audience with their Queen, Drago Bludvist and his Night Fury, Deathstrike, hid in a faraway forest, the thick layer of greenery hiding the huge shadow that was Deathstrike. The black creature's red eyes snapped open, panicked for a brief second, but found he had only been experiencing an nightmare. He lifted his head to gaze at the moon peaking out of the treetops, feeling the rush of wind at the sides of his neck and head... Oh, he wished to be in the sky, without a care in the world...

_Riding upon a winged dragon of black..._

As a blinding blue-purple rift began to close, two enormous, bat-like and black wings, studded with silver scales scattered on the underneath, flapped steadily and rapidly as they braced the user for a landing...

_A rider of the night will come in Midgard's darkest hours..._

From its back, slid off a dark, strong and lean figure, wrapped in a black-scaled cloak, landing effortlessly on the ground with a small thud. Beside him, the dragon turned to gaze out upon the mountains, scales glittering like little gems...

_And with his Night Fury by his side..._

The dragon arched his neck up to the sky, letting loose a huge roar that echoed for miles.

_They shall destroy the Scarlet Queen._

The dragon turned to its rider, snorting. He looked back, upon their many years on Berk growing up... The times when they were defeated so easily...

…...

To say in the least, his Hiccup wasn't so much of a hiccup any more.

He found that Shurtugal Hiccup, Guardian of Midgard, and the soul-mate-of-heart-and-mind of the Skulblaka Toothless, Night Fury, sounded a bit more... Appropriate.

…...

Especially as they descended towards one of Drago Bludvist's camps, and proceeded to attack.

**o-o-o**

**Part One**

**A New Beginning**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N (Author's Note):**

**Yeah, finally got this up. I originally intended it to be up much sooner, perhaps a day at most after I posted the now dubbed 'Prologue'. So I changed that too, I cant think of anything else though. I will say right now, one day when this story is completed, I intend to do a much better, and longer re-write, although it depends, really. **

**Ok, I may as well say these factors now;**

**One, Hiccup will be a hot, inhumanely strong, and completely 120 percent badass in this. Because I kinda like that... And he has a scar over his eye... Oh, come on, don't we all think that would be cool? Keep his eye, though...**

**Two, both Hiccup and Toothless will have NO need for prosthetics... Now, normally, I would have them with it, but there are... Reasons, in this story against it. Please, feel completely free to put any suggestions as to how or why, should you choose to review... **

**Three, this will have a lot of God-sy interaction- in a sense, at one stage, the 'Marvel' Thor we all know and love will play part in this. And he will be awesome, and fun. **

**Chapter two is in the running, and is drafted on paper. Should be up hopefully soon, but ill say this now; I make no promises in the matter of updates. ;)**

**Ok, I'm done blabbering on and on. Laters! HAVE MY VIRTUAL COOKIES! **

**DISCLAIMER: I DO NOT OWN HOW TO TRAIN YOUR DRAGON, OR ANY OTHER MOVIES, BOOKS OR MEDIA MENTIONED OR SHOWN. I ONLY OWN MY OCs.**


	3. Chapter 2- The Man of Unknowing

This is War

'A How To Train Your Dragon Fanfiction'

**RATED – T – Contains violence, War themes, Blood and Gore, **

**GENRE - Dark themed – ? / Action**

**SUMMARY – Instead of Stoick, Hiccup was supposedly 'killed'. However, after Hiccup's death, Toothless mysteriously disappears, and soon after Drago and his army leave for supposedly no reason... Years later, things begin to change... Serious change. However, Drago turns out not to be the only one to return... **

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**CHAPTER 2: The Man of Unknowing**

I blinked, my eyes adjusting to the brightness of the light surrounding me- no, us. A black figure touched the side of my leg, my good leg. I felt like I should be scared, surprised, but I wasn't. As the light began to fade, I squinted, peering into the dissipating gaps, trying to make sense of my location.

Suddenly, all the glowing whiteness seemed to intensify, then disappear completely.

We were in a cove. Me, and the big black creature, who was still beside me. The creature was beautiful, really. I looked around in awe, almost dumbstruck. I felt like I knew this place- but why was I here? Was this a trick by Loki? And who was this creature beside me?

More importantly, _what_ was this creature?

It was covered in shiny, glistening jet black scales. Its gorgeous, vivid, bright forest green eyes shone like emeralds... It had four legs, ending in four sharp claws on each foot. Its head was almost triangular, and it was quite flat; with the way its eyes were positioned, it looked like it would have good range of sight... At the end of his head, there were what looked like flaps- ear flaps. Not the most creative of names, I know, but I found it legit enough for the time being. A row of small spikes ran across his skull, and all down the creature's back, were spines that appeared to be split in two... Very aerodynamic. He was truly a stunning creature.

Most extraordinary of all, however, were its wings.

Two, huge, (mind you, they were folded, so who knows how big they really were) not unlike bat wings that sprouted from his back, behind its shoulders. Further down its side and tail, a second set of wings were located, under the creature's folded wings, just visible to my eye. Continuing down the tail, there were two more 'wings', tail-fins that were slightly bigger than the creature's head.

To say in the least, I was surprised to see one of the fins was bright red, with a white skull on it; the wing looked like it was artificial, perhaps a prosthetic- I couldn't tell. Maybe it was normal, or a good thing for that matter. I knew I should be running as fast as I could, away from the creature, but something inside... Told me I didn't have to fear it at all.

Oo-oOo-oO

I tried not to stare at the interesting creature, although that was sort-of the impression he was emitting, constantly. I didn't him to get angry at me- well, at least, I presumed it was a boy... I didn't know why, I guess second instinct, and the actual possibility we did know each other. And, well... I didn't dare try and check...

For a reason I once again I didn't understand, we began walking around the cove, silent in one another's company. And, it indeed seemed I was enjoying it...

And right there, I really began to wonder why a creature like this, who was bound to have

animal instincts, and tons of power; not to mention, the ability to fly... (unless he was actually a mutated penguin from an experiment gone wrong)

…...

Why didn't he just fly away? Eat me? Surely he was hungry... Most importantly of all, why did he spare my life at all? I was nothing to this stunning, beautiful creature of the night...

But maybe he should be questioning me, if we did know each other...

…...

And gods, why did my brain hurt so much?!

Oo-oOo-oO

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, we sat down, barely inches away from each other, just close enough for our comfort and liking. Or, at least, my liking.

Every now and then while we were walking, he would look at me longingly, sometimes coming within a hairsbreadth from touching me; particularly, my hand. But at the last second, it was like something yanked on his brain, and he would whine and turn his head away, and we would continue on our silent journey.

For a long good while, we just simply stared at the crisp blue sky, watching as the bright sun began to set. One time, the creature had its attention on me, as if studying me. I was aware of this, but decided against saying anything- after all, I had done the same to him a while back.

At this time, I suddenly (and rather randomly) realised I was hungry. My stomach just now felt... Empty.

He must of sensed this, because a moment later, he shifted into a position where he could dive his head into the water, and bring out a writhing fish, which he stared at, rather confused for a bit, before it stopped moving completely. At that, we were both staring.

Finally, he seemed to pass it off, with what looked like a shrug... Although my attention was on the slippery and slimy fish he had just dropped in my lap. He enthusiastically nudged my shoulder, looking at me, then the fish. Of course he wanted me to eat this...

Somehow, I wound up eating the fish, which made the creature stop fidgeting in impatience. He seemed delighted, really, but I was confused; The fish I had just ate, hadn't exactly been disgusting or nice, and most certainly hadn't tasted like fish- it tasted like nothing! It was like I had all of a sudden lost my taste buds... Bud.

Oo-oOo-oO

_Bud_.

That. One. Word.

I looked at the dragon, which hit me again with even more thoughts and memories, all kind of blurred. Memories kept bursting forth into my brain, flooding and flashing, one after the other, like a million voices talking at once, just with intact ears.

Wait- this was a _dragon_! A sworn enemy of my people! My people...

For not the first time, memories came rushing in, now seemingly replacing the ones that had just been there. Picturing it, I could see it more close to looking like the Snoggletog Dragon Migration.

Hold on- Snoggletog? Dragon Migration? Well, the latter made more sense, especially with names... Who names a festive holiday _Snoggletog_? Us, apparently.

In the blinded and confused state my mind was in, something thought it was a _good idea_ to make me subconsciously place one hand on the dragon's shoulder beside me. Most likely, _not_ a good idea.

Oo-oOo-oO

(Spoiler alert for HTTYD 2, in a sense)

When I realised my mistake, my heart could of burst out of my chest. Oh. Gods.

"I'm so sorry bud! I didn't- Wait..." I paused. If I called him bud, we had to be friends at least- because it seemed more like a nickname, than anything.

"Why am I sorry...?" My thoughts took flight through words, one of the many times I wished that didn't happen to me.

Something I those two lines, or the expression on my face, or a combination of both, had to be immensely amusing, because the dragon proceeded into a state of uncontrolled noises, which sounded like... Laughter?

While the dragon laughed, I noticed something rather important- it had no teeth.

"We were scared of a toothless dragon?" I asked, but as I repeated in my head, one word blotted everything in my head, and threw them out the window.

Toothless.

_Toothless. _

"TOOTHLESS!" I flung my arms around the Night Fury's thick scaly neck, loving the feeling and warmth emitting from him. All of a sudden, this one dragon meant _so much_ more. I remembered how we met (which made me cringe and nearly cry), bonded, and everything after that in seemingly ten seconds, all while holding onto my best friend.

I didn't even properly acknowledge his happy noises, or how he returned the hug in best way possible, I was so happy.

To think a few minutes ago I thought he would kill me...!

Kill me. The final piece of the puzzle slid in, with a cold chill through my body, and a skip of my heart. My dad hadn't reached me in time...

Toothless killed me.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N (Author's Note): **

**Ok, yeah, spoiler alert, In a sense. In HTTYD 2, Stoick actually dies, but in this case, he didn't, and the killing blow reaches its intended target. Hiccup. So I just put in a spoiler alert at the line break before the final paragraph, which you should of seen... Although I believe all regular fanfic readers and Dragonites will have already seen HTTYD 2 about five times already. I know I have. **

**Ok, so coming up will be some actually exciting activity. Next up, we have a new Night Fury coming into the picture...**

**Chapter 4 should get a bit magical and all that, where Hiccup says his final 'goodbyes' to Berk before leaving for something-I-wont-name-just-yet. **

**Chapters 5 and 6 have also been planned out on paper (Just planned, not written), where we get some rider and god interactivity, as well as more Drago, Deathstrike, and this Queen Scarlet... **

**By the way, who do you think Queen Scarlet is? Her motives, back story, and maybe how she will play out in the story? Do you think she is actually the Red Death's daughter? I would love to hear your thoughts, if you want to review. **

**Any way, that's it for now. Toodles! HAVE MY VIRTUAL COOKIES... AND PICKLES! I actually don't like pickles...**

**DISCLAIMER: I DO NOT OWN HOW TO TRAIN YOUR DRAGON, OR ANY OTHER MOVIES, BOOKS OR MEDIA MENTIONED OR SHOWN. I ONLY OWN MY OCs.**


	4. Chapter 3- The Path-Way for Change

This is War

'A How To Train Your Dragon Fanfiction'

**RATED – T – Contains violence, War themes, Blood and Gore, **

**GENRE - Dark themed – ? / Action**

**SUMMARY – Instead of Stoick, Hiccup was supposedly 'killed'. However, after Hiccup's death, Toothless mysteriously disappears, and soon after Drago and his army leave for supposedly no reason... Years later, things begin to change... Serious change. However, Drago turns out not to be the only one to return... **

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**Ok, let's see how this works... Take note, only verified members will be included, unless I decided to do Guest#1... No. **

**o-o-o**

**SHOUTOUTS:**

**_LightningAndDeathItself218_- Thanks for the reviews, they mean a lot! I hope I answered your question there, too. I also had a good laugh with the 'mutated penguin gone wrong' thing. **

**_midnightsky0612_- I'm glad you feel that way, I'm thrilled to hear I can grab my reader's attention! Thank You!**

**_BloodshotJW_- Well, does the last chapter, and this answer your request? Thanks so much, I love the enthusiasm and the encouragement, reviews keep me going!**

**_TheChanceyColborn_- Yes, I understand why and how you may find this all confusing- my goal, is to have this story so in later chapters, it all comes back, and you guys are like; 'OH! Now it makes sense...!' Get it? Thanks for the kind words, and the review!**

**_LE3 101_- Thanks, buddy (may I call you that?) , the reviews, as we both know first-hand, mean a lot. By the way, when are you gonna update your stories...? **

**o-o-o**

**Ok, I hope that worked...**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**CHAPTER 3: The Path-Way for Change**

"Now, can someone tell me the shot limit of a Deadly Nadder?"

It was just a 'standard' day of teaching at the Berk Dragon Training Academy. Fishlegs was chosen for the lesson's teacher, and his young students were somewhat... Distracted. How typical.

Lined up in front of him, were the Academy's current group of students, nine of the kids.

They were all within the teen ages of 14 and 16, as was the standard of their level, and what the teens were training at. In two to three years, depending on their success, the students, if they wished, could advance their studies, so when they were ready, they could be trained to become a proper Dragon Rider. And, with that, was the bonding of them and their future life-partner.

The 'Bonding' was now a full-fledged ceremony, that occurred when the eggs hatched... Oh. Forgot.

Riders had to know how to deal with dragon hatchlings- not just from the book, either. So, when the students were ready, they chose (usually with their teacher's help) their future partner as an egg, and they would all hatch on the night they met their riders. Then, they would have a week to help their baby dragon stretch their limbs, get used to their new home, and so on. After a week or so, they would begin their training.

And that's how it would work, hopefully for generations to come.

As of now, there were only 6 trainers, with 1 in final training. Aside from Fishlegs and his Gronckle Meatlug, there was Astrid and her Deadly Nadder Stormfly, Snotlout with his Monstrous Nightmare Hookfang, the Twins Ruffnut and Tuffnut with their Hideous Zippleback Barf & Belch; and in training, was the soon-to-join Eret, with his (rather) new Rumblehorn, Skullcrusher. Speaking of the Rumblehorn...

Skullcrusher had been Stoick the Vast's dragon for roughly two years- until, his old Thunderdrum, dubbed Thornado, had returned, with the dragons that had caused him to leave; the three Thunderdrums known as Bing, Bam and Boom had matured over two years, and were now part of Berk's Academy, Society and Defences.

To which Skullcrusher had responded calmly and respectively, Thornado had taken up the mantle of being the chief's dragon once more, somewhat putting Skullcrusher in a more docile and energetic position as Eret's dragon, who was still young, and in need of learning- after all, Eret wasn't like the other Vikings on Berk; neither was Skullcrusher, in the likes of Berk's dragons, who were burdened with faded scars of the Red Death and the war.

Even with the amazing new additions, the Academy would never be better, or the same...

Because Hiccup and Toothless were gone.

"Six?" An eight year old blonde girl with green eyes, called Ellia, correctly answered his previous question. This brought the husky young man back into the real world, and he could only bluntly nod in response, turning around and not noticing the students' confused and somewhat concerned expressions.

He continued on with the lesson, talking and staring on without emotion, not showing any of his grieving thoughts to the children. This was, until he was asked a particular question.

"Fishlegs sir," a boy spoke up, frowning. "What's the shot limit of a Night Fury?"

**Oo-oOo-oO**

Silus walked through the dense forest, muttering words under his breath while kicking the ground

every time he stopped. Silus, a small boy, but tall, had short black hair and blue eyes, dark blue like no one had ever seen before. Perhaps the most distinct thing about him, was, well, his amazing memory...! Ok... Just kidding, he had the downright worst memory the entire Viking Archipelago had ever seen...

He was a good thinker when put to it, though. And right now, he was quite deep in thought, as could be seen by his very hard face.

Why? What made the Night Fury such a touchy subject? How could it possibly affect the Chief? The Chieftess- Gods, the riders! The dragons! What could possibly-

Wait... His memory was killing him again, wasn't it? Why would it be touchy for them...

He racked his memory for all the recorded dragons, and their riders... His teachers... Valka and Cloudjumper... Heather and Windshear... Hiccup, and what was it? Ah, yes... Toothless...? Who were they again?

…...

...

…...

Oh.

That explained a lot.

He wasn't only the first rider of Berk... He had been the son of the chief! He had rode a Night Fury, hadn't he? Right... Right, the same dragon... Who killed him about a year ago, before his family had came to Berk... _HOW DID HE FORGET THAT?! _

He was trying to wrap his head around it, when a branch hit him square in the face. Or, more like branched in the face.

With a exasperated yelp, followed by a groan, he opened his eyes, to see that he had reached the same Cove that Hiccup befriended his dragon, Toothless the Night Fury... Yes, Night Furies were the most aerodynamic, rarest-of-all- and deadliest species of them all- weren't they?

For some reason he felt was related to this, he was attracted to the cove. Why?

…...

He honestly had no idea.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

He walked up to the side of the lake, grumbling curses. This had been stupid.

_Great. I went ahead and scraped the skin off my knees for nothing..._ He thought, as he saw a fish jump out of the water. He snorted. _Well, at least I saw the magnificent and oh so INCREDIBLY rare occurrence of a fish surfacing in a lake..._

He was about to try and make the most of the situation by taking a wash, clear the dirt and dust off his knees, when he noticed something flicker in the water's reflection. Focusing, he gasped, and spun round, now terrified as he heard a very comforting noise.

Behind him was a Night Fury.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N: (Quite short, I need sleep!) **

**Ok, so as long as things go to plan, sometime hopefully soon,next chapters will come in a package! In other words, you should be getting two or three chapters at one update! **

**One more thing, I'm pretty sure I will be making the One-Shot 'Remembrance' into a serious story- but I want to try a Collab of some level- Maybe a few writers to help me and suggest stuff. I've already got the assistance of one fellow writer, _LE3 101, _and please, if you haven't already, check him and his stories out! Seriously, I believe his stories deserve more than they get for the sheer amount of effort he puts into them. ;)**

**So, if you're interested, just let me know, and I guess things will just form after that. **

**Well, that's it for now. Toodles! HAVE MY VIRTUAL- Wait. THERE'S NO MORE COOKIES! Ok, Plan B! PICKLES! HAVE MY VIRTUAL PICKLES! THEY EXPLODE! (Reference to _HappyPup1's_ quote, I believe, love her stories). **

**DISCLAIMER: I DO NOT OWN HOW TO TRAIN YOUR DRAGON, OR ANY OTHER MOVIES, BOOKS OR MEDIA MENTIONED OR SHOWN. I ONLY OWN MY OCs.**
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This is War

'A How To Train Your Dragon Fanfiction'

**RATED – T – Contains violence, War themes, Blood and Gore, **

**GENRE - Dark themed – ? / Action**

**SUMMARY – Instead of Stoick, Hiccup was supposedly 'killed'. However, after Hiccup's death, Toothless mysteriously disappears, and soon after Drago and his army leave for supposedly no reason... Years later, things begin to change... Serious change. However, Drago turns out not to be the only one to return... **

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**As long as no one minds, from now on, I'll be doing Shout-Outs in this style. If you don't know, basically shout-outs are the writer's response to a Review left by another Author. **

**o-o-o**

**SHOUTOUTS:**

**_TLOS-HTTYD-MLP_- 'Mind blown' Thanks, oh my gosh, thanks so much! I'm glad my story is like that- I'm not that thrilled with this chapter, to be honest, but I feel like the next chapter will bring mixed reaction between bored, confused and excited... I guess I'll just have to wait and see. :) Also, I'm not stopping, at least not any time soon, so no need to go get the flames from Toothless or Hookfang. XD.**

**o-o-o**

**Ok, quick notice. Because of how I'm releasing the chapters this time, in a bunch, any individual chapter reviews will just come in the next chapter published after these guys.**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**CHAPTER 4: See You in Valhalla, Bud**

_Toothless killed me_.

Those words hit me like a freight train.

Trying to close my mouth, wishing I hadn't gasped in horror like I had, I staggered back, nearly tripping. Toothless lifted his head up, now confused. When he read my expression... Let's just say all happiness melted away faster than the close-range sun melts an ice cube.

He whimpered, pawing the ground, his pupils wide and shiny. Crouching low, he whined, begging for forgiveness. I didn't know what to think.

_How_?

_How_ did my _best friend_, _kill _me?!

The Night Fury's ear-flaps were pressed back against his head, and the dragon had never looked so upset and pleading in all my time. My twenty years. Wow...

The expression 'I'm gonna die young' suddenly had a whole new meaning- a _literal_ one.

"I can't believe you..." As soon as those words escaped my lips, I felt like my whole world just got nuked.

Toothless had collapsed, and basically performed the dragon version of breaking down. With his paws over eyes and wings helplessly at his sides, heart-wrenching sounds that were equivalent to crying and sobbing coming from the his throat, Toothless felt like all the godforsaken fire had been sucked right out of him.

My own eyes were watery, and I honestly hated myself. I only knew one thing; this wasn't Toothless' fault, it couldn't be... Had he fallen? Maybe he had been squished... No, only a madman would think that-

Madman.

Oh.

_Oh Thor._

Why did his life have to be so confusing?

**Oo-oOo-oO**

I bit my lip, racking my brain for something, some words that I could use to... Comfort him? Apologise? Forgive? Honestly, I didn't know how to handle this.

I decided to do the one thing that came to my head; Try.

"Hey..." The soft whisper brought the Night Fury to attention, and he lifted his head with a whimper. I was surprised to see the scales around his eyes were noticeably shiny, and wet. Thin streams of blueish moisture trickled down the sides of his head. It was only after that I realised that Toothless was _crying_. Dragons could cry...?

He whined again, behind him his tail flopping on the ground like a fish out of the water. I quietly went down onto my knees, and crawled towards the hesitant dragon.

I reached out to touch him, and he shrieked in horror, jumping back. For a moment, I wondered if my hand smelled like eel, for some reason, probably due to the fact Toothless had reacted similarly when he had the Eel Effect. I flipped it over, and I didn't have to sniff it to know it wasn't the reason why, Toothless was displaying it perfectly.

Toothless was scared he would hurt me.

There was no denying it. The dragon, with paws and wing over his eyes, had even gone the length of stuffing his other wing in his mouth, to prevent anything from happening.

I wasn't sure how to handle this. Up until now, I hadn't ever thought of how you would handle a conversation between me and my murderer, who here, so happened to be my _best friend_. It was a bit on the ridicules side, and near impossible- but apparently, now it wasn't.

So, I decided to try a different approach. "Toothless, look at me," the Night Fury made what sounded like a howl, and my interest spiked over my desperation for a second. I quickly pushed it away.

"Is this what he- I, would of wanted...?" I asked, gently resting a hand on his paw. He let out a muffled warble, and if it wasn't so sad, I probably would of chuckled at how silly the 'Unholy offspring of lightning and death itself' looked right now.

The dragon finally lifted his head, which he then shook and drew it back in.

"Toothless... Please..." I looked at the ground, sighing.

This wasn't going to be easy.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

Toothless' ears perked up, hearing a shuffle, and then a small_ thump_, as he felt something warm lean against his side.

A few minutes passed, and the urge and his curiosity was getting too dire, so Toothless dared to peek out of his protective cover, even just for a few seconds. He was shocked to see Hiccup contently smiling as he laid against him, eyes heavy-lidded, perhaps from exhaustion. Was he... Was Hiccup falling asleep on him?

He tried to convince himself it was just his hallucination, and all the previous events had never happened, and in a few hours, he would wake up in the Haddock Household, his rider softly snoozing in his bed, and his father soon to leave for his chief rounds doing chief-ly stuff. But every time he tried, the more he realised this was, well... Reality.

Toothless had meant to only _peek_, for only a few _seconds_.

Instead, he wound up staring, and considering he was tired at the end, it was most likely for _hours_.

This dawned on him when his rider shifted, then yawned, and Toothless gaped.

_How long had he been staring...?!_

**Oo-oOo-oO**

I sat on the lip of the cliff, one hand on Toothless' head. Dragon and rider sat together over their home, their friendship healed, their souls ready to move to Valhalla, as one.

I titled my head to the night sky, watching the stars twinkling. I could see a group of people taking a midnight stroll, talking quietly. Beside me, Toothless looked at them with great sadness, and when I focused on them, I gasped silently, as tears found their way to my eyes.

My friends.

Among them were Astrid and Eret, too. I couldn't see their dragons, but I had a feeling they were nearby, most likely mourning too.

I hated how sad and quiet they were, how they comfortingly touched each other's hands, leaned on one another... I knew why. Toothless wailed in guilt, pulling away just as I stopped him.

"No Bud... It wasn't your fault." The dragon crooned, and I hugged his head to my chest. "We've been other that."

I knew I couldn't do anything to help. In fact, I was wondering why I was still here...

Was this a punishment?

More importantly, and only now did I actually think about it, why and how was Toothless here?

It was actually rather obvious, Toothless had displayed it easily, a second tragedy had happened when I died. It sent shudders down my spine and tears to prickle my eyes to even think of how, and the fresh scar down his neck gave off a chilling presence.

I turned my attention back to the friends I had come to love and protect, choking back the sobs in my throat. I was barely aware of the mirth of liquid streaming down my cheeks, but I knew my eyes were stinging.

"I'm sorry." I whispered, never taking my eyes off them. "I'm sorry guys..."

"I guess I wasn't strong enough..."

**Oo-oOo-oO**

I woke up with a loud throbbing in my head, and I looked around, and was surprised to see white walls.

Sitting up, I took in that I was in a room- it was big, in it only the bed I was laying in, a bedside table, and some cabinets to the side. Curtains to my right slightly left open revealed sunlight, so I took it that there was a balcony there, and daylight.

That's when I realised that Toothless wasn't here. Panic flashed through me, no, I couldn't lose Toothless too!

When I looked at the beside table, I saw a note. My panic ceased for a second, as I saw what looked to be Toothless in the writing- Very, very, neat writing that almost made my jaw drop.

I began to read, curious.

_Dear Shurtugal, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third, Dragon Rider,_

_Forgive us for the confusion, but in order for events to occur properly, we had to put you into a room where your dragon, Toothless, cannot access you. Do not worry, after this, your quarters will be... Interesting. _

_Before you panic more than you most likely have, Toothless is safe, and in a moment, you will see him. _

_In the closet to your left, beside the door_ (I looked over to it)_, is a selection of clothes we have chosen for you to wear- yes, you can wear these clothes, in fact, they're rather simple because we feared you wouldn't know who to deal with anything more. _

_Also, I'm sorry to say, Toothless' Plasma Blast did burn your Flight Suit; However, while I will not say anything, eventually the concept of such a thing will seem... Bizarre. _

_Please, dress, you only need to be casual, and there should be some water to your bedside table- Then, go outside, where you will be greeted by a man, who will introduce himself, then escort you to your next locations, and your dragon._

I put down the note, slightly shocked and confused, but more on the lines of excited. I had to admit, I was upset by the fact my Flight Suit was done for- Why would such a thing be bizarre? Then again, it was crazy...

I stretched before throwing off the covers, and standing. I found that I was in a silk white tunic with gold and silver lacing, which shocked me. Since when was I a king...? I guess this was Valhalla, then.

I walked over to the closet, noticing how one side of it appeared to be a changing room. I opened the other door, finding various outfit choices, all on the same type of high quality fit for kings and queens. I even found some armour, but I passed it off for now.

I quietly wondered how these were casual, but when I thought about it deeper, It was understandable, and I should respect it. This was most likely casual for them, and now that was my expectation, apparently.

I dressed myself in a dark green tunic, wrapping a gold belt around my waist, and I took the time to notice the fine quality of it. Glittering black jewels were studded into the gold stitched collar, and despite what many would think, it was rather comfortable. The boots were thin, black with gold, and little emeralds embedded into the sides.

Should I really be wearing this? I thought about it briefly, before reminding myself for the umpteenth time they had insisted...

After taking a drink, I looked to the doors, swallowing a lump in my throat.

Then, I pushed them open.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N: Ok, this chapter's done, although I'm too thrilled with it myself. Especially the part where it jumps straight to the point where they've forgiven, without explanation- my imagination ran dry, and I proffered to get the chapters out there, instead of having... Yeah. You get the idea. Sorry.**


	6. Chapter 5- Mountain War
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**Oo-oOo-oO**

**CHAPTER 5: Mountain War**

"Come on, you lousy lizards! Move it, or else I'll have Deathstar burn you alive, then eat you for his main course at dinner!" The flock of armoured dragons yelped in fear, flapping their wings harder and propelling themselves further.

Satisfied by master's words, the huge glistening black beast snorted, a spurt of greenish flame escaping his nostrils.

Drago Bludvist sighed, looking around. All he saw was more and more mountain, and it was nearing twilight. As soon as it got dark, all hope for finding their objective would be near impossible, and flying would become dangerous in the tall peaks.

He knew the dangers of flying, flying in the mountains even more so. After all, his dragon was still a mortal creature, in the sense he could be killed, had flesh and blood- they did live 'eternally' though. No Skulblaka to date had ever died of old age...

But nothing was more dangerous than returning to a furious and enraged dragon queen, with fire almost as hot as the sun, scales as hard as jewels, and razor-sharp teeth and claws like swords; and if that didn't terrify someone, Drago wasn't sure what would- Queen Scarlet was a menace, created from the fires of Hel herself. It wouldn't be a stretch to say she _was _the living definition of Hel.

Deathstar swept his terrifying gaze over his surroundings, looking for even the smallest glint of colour amidst the boring and repetitive sight of cold rock and snow. His gaze flickered, seeing what looked like a streak of gold slither from out of the clouds and behind a mountain peak. The Skulblaka snarled viciously, alerting his comrades.

Drago gave the command for them to break, and they followed without hesitation, swinging their heads back and forth, searching. The black dragon growled lowly in his throat, infuriated.

_You said it was moving, Deathstar. I'm pretty certain they don't move_. Drago hissed.

_That doesn't mean its not one_. He flicked his tail.

_Fair enough_... Drago leaned forward slightly, drawing his bull hook. _But if it isn't... _He glanced at the other party members.

_Don't hesitate to kill_.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

A gold dragon was hiding behind the mountain.

His scales glittering in the pale moonlight, he resisted the urge to growl. On his back, in the saddle between his shoulders, a woman stayed low, one hand holding her weapon. They stared coldly at the party of dragons, led by Drago and Deathstar.

_Please, give me ONE reason why I can't kill them right here and now_... He reached his thoughts only to his rider, lest their enemies might hear them and determine their location.

_Garitirus, please, we've been over this_. The lady responded quietly. _We grab the eggs, which, should I mention, we know the location of, and they DON'T_?

The dragon, now identified as Garitirus, managed to snort mentally, nearly failing.

_Fine, but I still don't like this_.

_Me too_. She sighed, her lips mimicking the movement, but never releasing even the most hushed whisper. She gently rested her hand on his scaly neck, before giving his shoulder a very gentle and quiet kick with her foot.

Responding obediently, the golden winged lizard effortlessly pushed off the mountain side, ducking under the clouds in a gentle glide. Analysing the positions of the party, he took a right turn, and emerged from the cloud cover very briefly, best chances being under five seconds, enough to snake around another mountain and hide once more. It was on the ultimate level of quick and stealthy.

But, apparently it wasn't quick enough.

The huge black dragon's head whipped around in their direction, and it snarled.

A man was perched on its back, drawing his bull-hook. The hiding duo narrowed their eyes, recognising him. That meant the dragon was indeed Deathstar, then.

"SCOUT EVERY LAST MOUNTAIN! BRING ME THE EGGS!" Drago bellowed, his voice echoing off the mountain walls. Garitirus hissed mentally, while on the outside, his claws had tightened on the rock, causing tiny pieces of rubble to fall.

This appeared to be enough to draw attention, because the huge dragon had discovered them, due to three factors; One, he had roared in their direction, two, the other party members were heading in _their_ direction, and three, a huge black dragon was flying, claws outstretched, in THEIR DIRECTION.

While he knew it was highly unlikely and he had caused the somehow noticeable tiniest bit of noise, Garitirus waited, also fully knowing this could possibly be an old trick of theirs; to look like they had discovered the enemy (AKA them), when in reality, they were just trying to scare the enemy into the open. They both had scars to prove it.

However, it wasn't the latter. The dragon hit the mountain, causing them to dive under the clouds.

_Garitirus_! _My wing_!

The dragon whipped his head around, and saw his rider had fallen out of the saddle from the force of the impact and the rush to escape. He screeched in horror, and dove down, barely even registering the other half of the cry for help.

Bits of rubble struck and bounced harmlessly of his jewel scales, and any landing on his face he ignored, but Garitirus was more concerned for his fragile (In comparison to dragons) rider.

Generally, she managed to dodge everything, but the gold lizard could have sworn he saw a piece of rock hit her left arm.

Not a second too soon, her dragon had saved her, holding her in his talons like she could slip out at any second.

He flew clear off the onslaught, grimacing when he couldn't see the wretched beasts. That most likely meant they were waiting for something to happen, probably something along the lines of an ambush. Drago almost never used brains over brawn, just waiting it out from time to time, then striking with _no_ plan, _no_ thought, and most of all, _no_ mercy.

Garitirus helped the woman back into the saddle, staring at her with concern.

_Can you continue_?

She muttered a curse under her breath. _Yeah. I'll be fine_. She poked one limp wing, grunting. _Hopefully they will be, too. Remind me again why we need wings_?

Her dragon didn't directly respond, only grunting. He was looking around, eyes glued to their surroundings, which was basically mountains. And more mountains. And _even more _stinking mountains...

_Wow, that's a burn and a half_... Garitirus growled, unamused they were playing _their_ trick on _them_.

Just where were those demonic bastards?! Damn, were they stealthy or wha-

"VALERIE!"

The dragon groaned. Never mind.

The female rider, now (more like finally) identified as Valerie, refused to respond, knowing where it would near definitely end up in. Garitirus wasn't so timid.

_SHOW YOURSELVES, COWARDS_! He bellowed, releasing a small jet of purple flame. Valerie rested a hand on her dragon's neck, trying to calm him.

_Very well_... A deep, menacing voice hissed, as a black head and neck slithered around from the back of a mountain. Deathstar growled threateningly , baring his sharp teeth. His chest and torso appeared, and the tips of his wings appeared at the top of the peak. _We shall see who the cowards are, won't we_?

Valerie snarled herself, as Garitirus roared. "Don't put your worthless tongue on it, demon." Valerie yelled.

Across from them, Deathstar took flight, roaring a challenge of his own as he began to approach. Close up, it could be seen by the naked eye that Deathstar was much, much bigger. Suddenly, the black dragon's dread-inducing words were coming true, as the smaller duo had been briefly silenced and stilled.

"You just had to open your big fat mouth, didn't you?!" Valerie shouted, drawing her sword. Garitirus pushed forward, with a grunt at her insult. His icy blue eyes locked onto the black dragon.

_If you haven't noticed, we're about to collide with a humongous dragon and his insane armoured bunch of slaves- and you're making snide remarks right NOW_?!

Valerie ignored him.

Oo-oOo-oO

The battle raged on, both sides fighting with equal ferocity, despite their downsides and advantages.

While Garitirus was smaller, faster and more nimble, Deathstar was at least three times bigger, and his claws and teeth were sharper and deadlier- his bulk made his defence much higher, and a hit from him when done right could turnout extremely lethal.

For this, Valerie was thankful for her dragon's manoeuvrability. Deathstar could breathe fire longer, his blasts bigger, hotter and wider in range; the black dragon could hold his ground for extended periods of time, too, but worst of all, was his colour.

Deathstar was pitch black. So if his tail was coming right at them, it would be near impossible to realise it was there until it was too late.

Thankfully, they had so far been able to mostly avoid this, only getting nicked here and there. This did mean they had to be further away though, which meant nothing but bad for Garitirus, who was highly experienced and talented in claw-to-claw combat, with dragons his age and size... Not monstrous black dragons that made him look like a Terrible Terror next to a Monstrous Nightmare.

The golden dragon eyed the way Deathstar moved; the demon seemed to rely more on patience, than any other he had ever seen.

While taking and absorbing hits, he waited patiently for the right time to strike- he never seemed to show his full deck, play all of his cards; he was like a spider, waiting for her prey to walk right into her trap, where she would kill without second thought, or the glimmer of mercy.

He avoided yet again another torrent of green flames, wincing when he felt the searing heat catch onto his wing-tips. Garitirus swiftly ducked, flying low on the cloud cover. He kept his gaze up, watching the black dragon as it returned the stare. The dragon circled the other, wondering why it hadn't moved at all.

Valerie was watching, equally confused. _Garitirus... You're getting... Oh gods_. She gasped, while her dragon could share her dread.

He was... Tiring them out.

Of course, well, they had always been bit of the tricksters category, according to the others.

They were defeating themselves- Drago and Deathstar were just easing them, playing along. The duo felt downright stupid, like they had allowed it to happen; well, technically, they had. Valerie muttered a montage of colourful words, and took a mental note to think about it later. For now, they had a strategy to figure out, in less than a minute.

Never mind. They would just have to pull whatever they could off.

"Garitirus! LOOK OUT!" The dragon blinked, looking up- just in time. Deathstar had charged them, face displayed in a vicious, soul-less snarl, claws outstretched as he descended, huge wings spread. Specks of red were merged with the black underside, the dark membrane berated with many rips and tears of war.

The golden dragon only _just_ avoided him, dashing to the side, with the seemingly minor issue of hitting his wing on a peak. That turned out to be an understatement, especially a few seconds later.

Agony tore through them both, on Valerie the mental part that came with being attached to the dragon's mind.

Garitirus howled, doubling over in the air as hot blood flew onto his snout, and nearly in his eyes.

Valerie turned around, seeing a large tear in the dragon's wing, that had reached to the wing bone and nearly tore part of his entire wing off. Garitirus whined in pain, struggling to fly as his rider tried to calm him.

"Ok boy, hold on..." She steered him into a circular flight formation, to allow them to determine their foes' location.

They were flying in place around the now destroyed mountain peak, the dragon roaring in fury at losing his prey. He kept shooting bursts of flame everywhere, but thank the heavens he hadn't noticed them yet.

_We've got to lose them_! Garitirus gasped, nearly falling out of the sky. _I don't think my wing can take much more_...!

Valerie couldn't lie. It was a miracle that her dragon's wing wasn't broken, or damaged beyond hope of repair. She didn't even know how severe his current injury was.

_Could we lead them into the peaks_? She asked. _Lose them_?

Garitirus shook his head, droplets of his own blood getting caught by the chilly winds. _No_. He said. _I know for a fact I wouldn't be able to make a sharp turn, and don't even start on aerial manoeuvres_.

Valerie bit her lip. Then a light bulb lit up in her mind, a thought coming to head.

_Maybe that's what will save us_!

The dragon blinked, his mind blank. She could practically see his unamused expression, even if his face wasn't visible to her.

_Not_. _Funny_.

Valerie cursed. _That's not what I meant_. _Look, just hear me out_. The dragon obliged, although not too happily.

_If we fly low to the cloud cover, where the biggest grouping of mountains is, I believe we can trick these guys on a new level- They want us dead, no_?

Garitirus warbled, his interest and hope flickering._ So_... He growled. _What's the plan_?

Oo-oOo-oO

Deathstar roared furiously once more, his rage only fuelling his attacks further.

_Where are they_? He wondered angrily, clenching his talons and keeping his thoughts to himself. His red eyes scanned the clouds around him, his nostrils trying to catch their scent, to no avail. He hadn't killed them, or had he? He was slightly giddy at the thought.

"THERE!" Drago bellowed abruptly, and the black dragon's head whipped around, indeed, there they were.

The gold dragon was flying somewhat strangely, one wing putting on more pressure than the other... That's when he spotted the large tear, and Drago smiled cruelly and laughed maniacally, pushing Deathstar on.

_Why do I love this maniac_? Deathstar briefly thought to himself, before releasing a torrent of bright flame from his maw.

He didn't even notice the dragon's lazy manoeuvring, or, more specifically, how it was flying, so, _so_ low to the cloud cover; he took it as a sign of fatigue, which he gladly accepted. Drago didn't care either, apparently. Deathstar began to grow excited as he quickened his pace, coming closer and closer to his victims...

He kept firing, the blasts getting more lethal with each attack.

Finally, he hit them. At least, that's what it looked and sounded like. As his latest fire blast ended, a long, agonised howl could be heard for miles, and the glittering shape of Garitirus could no longer be seen.

Deathstar roared in victory, stopping only to hear the sickening sound of cracking bones, and a heavy thud following shortly after.

On his back, Drago smugly grinned, knowing he now had an excuse as to why he hadn't returned with the eggs; he had been busy killing one of the legendary Dragon Riders.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N: Ok, so this is my longest chapter to date... TITLE. SUCKS. **
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_Man, we should seriously consider acting for our retirement activity number one_. Valerie joked, earning a wing to the head.

Garitirus eyed the hologram of their dead bodies laying mangled on the rocks below, his shoulders shifting uncomfortably at the sight. Valerie touched his neck, now quiet. They scanned the mountains, until Garitirus spotted the right one.

_Valerie_. She averted her gaze, nodding when her eyes locked.

They glided slowly down, not risking a dive. The golden dragon gripped onto the mountain side, folding the wing that wasn't injured. Lowering his head so it was inches above a ledge, he rumbled the signal for his rider.

The woman walked down his neck, sliding off his snout and onto the rocky ledge.

_Just... Get the eggs so we can get the hell out of here, please_. Garitirus proceeded to begin his inspection of injuries, waiting for his rider.

Oo-oOo-oO

Valerie knelt down, eyes searching for the three glints in the darkness. Before long, she spotted them, but a frown made its way to Valerie.

Taking them out one by one, she had to dwell longer on one in particular. It was duller than the others, and a chill ran down her spine. Praying it was just dust, she walked back to her dragon, tucking away the eggs in his saddlebags before leaping into the saddle. The dragon tilted his head, spreading his wings to their full extent.

_Got the eggs_?

_Yes. Go_!

Garitirus soared away from the mountains, flying low to avoid the chances of possibly being spotted by the now emerged Deathstar.

_Now, hopefully they won't look down, and if they do, well, we just_...

The golden dragon tilted his head onto one side, cooing.

_Act like a Scauldron_? Garitirus gave her a look, that she read as 'are you serious?', and she tried a small smile._ A yellow Scauldron; come on, they exist_!

Her dragon had basically given up, snorting in annoyance. Just to be safe, he flew even lower. His underbelly came only a dozen or so inches from the rushing waves, his talons nearly touching the water. His wing-tips occasionally brushed against the walls of the gorge, and the cold water that sprayed over them in their wake was soothing against his aching body, especially his wings.

Valerie turned around to scan the sky, relief flooding her emotions when she spotted Deathstar flying in the opposite direction of the river, searching the mountains for the eggs they would never find in the early morn.

She smiled, looking up to see the sun beginning to rise in the East, the early morning glow brightly coating her dragon in an even more glorious fashion.

She couldn't help but feel her breath get sucked away, for the millionth time, seeing her dragon so beautiful and handsome, even if he was still injured.

His gold scales shone with a near intense brightness, sparkling in the rays of sunlight. He was a treasure just by sight, even more so in the sunlight. But most of all, she loved him for his soul. She looked at his injured wing, the only thing that betrayed his look. Dry, crusted blood surrounded the tear, dry droplets sprayed everywhere else.

She gently laid a hand on his neck, before collapsing forward, stretching her arms out carelessly. Her dragon cooed, questioning her motives. Valerie simply patted his neck, sighing. Sitting back up, she went back to keeping an eye out for danger. The first thing they would do when they got home, was to look at her dragon's wing, regardless of what he said.

Oo-oOo-oO

Drago pounded a fist on the saddle, furious. They couldn't find the eggs, and they had looked everywhere. Part of him wondered if Garitirus and Valerie had found the eggs before them, but if they had, why would they have fought them?

He was about to command his dragon to look around the next mountain, when he turned around, hearing a screech.

His heart skipped a beat.

One of Scarlet's dragons was flying towards them, its green scales glistening in the first rays of the dawn. It carried a scroll in its talons, and it looked at them suspiciously when it spotted the fruitlessly searching dragon party, and no eggs in sight.

Growling, it dropped the scroll in Drago's hand, then turned tail, flying off with a single roar.

Drago didn't even have to read the scroll to know they had to head back.

Hopefully, she would be satisfied enough with the death of the Rider and Dragon, that she wouldn't go ahead and kill him and his mount- he knew she was using them, but really, what could he do?

Deathstar roared to the other dragons, and began flying after the messenger, silent after calling. Drago could sympathise with the dragon, for once. He glared at the mountains, deciding what would be better to say there had been a landslide, or some wild dragons had destroyed them...

Either way, she would be furious, and he had to prepare.

Oo-oOo-oO

Valerie sighed, watching as Drago, Deathstar and his dragons disappeared out of their sight.

As they flew over the waterfall, and into the safety of the clouds, empty and clear unlike the mountain skies, she let herself completely relax to an extent. Her dragon released a small burst of flame, happily roaring.

_We're safe_. Garitirus hummed in satisfaction, and Valerie chuckled.

_You're injured_-

_And I don't care, to be honest. It's no where near as bad as it was a while ago, I'll be flying like normal before long_. The dragon's light blue eyes sparkled, and he brought his neck around to look at his beloved rider. _What about you_?

Valerie frowned, looking at her own wings- one was fine, the other, not so much, but it didn't hurt as much as it could.

I_'ll be fine, boy_. She connected with his loving gaze, all her concerns resting in a few hours time, where she would deal with them. _Just take us home, big guy. First thing we're doing, is checking out that wing_.

_And yours_. Garitirus snorted, lifting a talon to scratch his jaw._ Then, we sleep until the new age_.

Valerie smacked his side playfully.

_We've still got egg business, doofus_!

_Ok, after that, we're sleeping. No exceptions. No excusi-oz_.

_Right, we sleep after that. No 'excusi-oz'_. Valerie sighed, falling to lay on her back and take a much-needed nap._ Love you, boy_.

The dragon hummed.

_Love you too, my little princess_.

**Oo-oOo-oO**
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**Chapter 7: Silus and Aurora**

_Behind him was a Night Fury. _

Silus gulped, watching with wide and terrified eyes as it glared at him. Crouching low on the rock, the dragon shuffled its wings, growling. The teen slowly put his hands in the air, causing the dragon's pupils to dilate slightly.

Silus could only hope that meant it was calmed a little...

He had read little about the Night Fury (and dragons in general), so all he really knew about them was that once you had gained their trust, they were more like a giant pussy-cat with wings than the 'Unholy offspring of lightning and death itself' that they had been branded in their first days of terror during the fabled Great Dragon War.

It crept down, leaping onto the ground, and slinking over to him. It stayed a few feet away. Now fully in Silus' sight, he was awed by its appearance- It was just like he had read, perhaps more...

It was very aerodynamic, with its huge wings, and the smaller set behind it. He could see two tailfins, unlike the legendary Toothless, who had been renown for his prosthetic tail to replace his missing one, the left one.

He was most stunned by its colours, though. The Night Fury was black, which melded and blended in with gorgeous purple, dark blue and icy blue underneath her black wings; he could also see tiny specks of silver, like sparkling little jewels in the night... Almost like stars. The dragon's feet got lighter in colour near the claws, which were silver. Her eyes were beautiful, a bright icy blue that was also intimidating.

The dragon didn't seem too aggressive, only angered when he took a step towards her. At least, he thought it was a she. It just seemed to fit.

"Uh... Hello?" She inclined her head to the side, making a warble like sound. The ear plates on the back of her head moved up and down, from what he made out as emotions. Up meant happy or curious, pressed back was angry, and twitching was something. From what she had shown him, and what he had read, they were almost humanoid with emotions, and perhaps even stronger with intelligence.

He decided to introduce himself, even if he had no idea what it would do.

"Hi... Uh, hi! Um..." He cleared his throat, whilst the dragon looked... Amused? He continued nervously, speaking with caution. "I'm Silus... Uh... Son of Goothard, and daughter of Pelli. I'm an _amazing_ student at the Berk Dragon Training Academy, and I truly mean dragons no harm!"

While most of it was honesty, the part where he was an 'amazing student' was a complete lie that Silus was pretty certain the dragon saw through.

She grumbled something in annoyance, giving him an unamused expression.

"Ok, I suck at dragon training."

She snorted in approval, as if to say 'that's what I figured'.

"Quick question... You're a girl, right...?" The dragon hummed, the ear plates lifting up cheerily. Silus sighed in relief, he was immensly glad that was over with.

"I'll say this..." Silus didn't know if she understood what he was saying, and if she did, how much, but he continued regardless. " I've honestly heard a LOT about your species. Before they... Uh, left us..." he continued with hesitation, knowing he was entering uneasy territory.

"There was a Night Fury- that's what we call you, and like, he was so awesome! Back then, I was quite young, but he and his rider were the stars of the town..." He seemed to have her complete attention, gods, she was within touching reach! He didn't dare try, though. But he secretly had butterflies in his stomach, they were just so close! Him, and the legendary _Night Fury_!

"Then... Well, they died in battle..." He quietly finished, looking at the purple dragon. She too had become silent, looking... Sorrowful? Had she known... Oh Thor.

He gasped, suddenly remembering how Toothless had been suspected as the last Night Fury. He wasn't! She had jumped back at the sudden movement, staring at him worriedly with question in her wide pupils.

He shook off the amazement that came with the sight, and quickly thought over his options.

First, he could run back to the village, tell them about the amazing discovery... They probably wouldn't believe him... Could he bring the evidence? The Night Fury? He looked at her, then dispelled it.

With a start, he realised he didn't actually want fame or popularity. He wanted a friend. He had both right in front of him, but which did he choose?

What about her? What did she want? He knew one thing, she probably didn't like humans...

He couldn't be certain about that, though.

Taking note the sun had began to set, Silus watched as she braved to sit beside him, watching him curiously. He couldn't explain why, but now he had seen her... He didn't want anyone to know about her.

Berk wouldn't _hurt_ her, he was certain about that, but that wasn't exactly why he wanted her to be secret. It wasn't greed. Sure, he wanted _her_ to be _his_ friend, but he couldn't be so selfish if he wanted her loyalty and friendship.

No, it was because of the one thing that would most definitely happen; _attention_.

He had wanted it ever since he could remember... Silus had always been the sore thumb of the group. Unable to do this, scared to do that, bored by something they enjoyed! He just didn't fit in. At. All. He tried to do something right, but eventually people felt they had to just... Shut him out. In regret, he realised this was the only reason he had tried for Dragon Training.

Silus also knew what she would get if she came to Berk, she would be the ultimate centre of attention, study and controversy. He just couldn't see her enjoying that in the least, in fact, she could get _aggressive_, and hell, he could practically _smell_ how dangerous she was.

For now, he decided, he wouldn't tell anyone about her. He would just keep... Heck, he couldn't just keep calling her 'dragon', and 'Night Fury', could he? No... Part of his mind kept reminding him that she might be gone the next morning, but a stronger force was almost reassuring him she wouldn't go, so he figured, even if it was only temporary, she needed a name.

"Ok, you need a name." Silus kept it straightforward, and she seemed to understand. The young teen racked his mind for names- it had to be decent, it couldn't be embarrassing.

She purred, creeping closer to him until they were a hairsbreadth apart. Breathing heavily, Silus was frozen, eyes locked on the dragon who could kill him in her sleep. He opened his mouth to say something, but nothing came out other than 'meep'. Eventually, she lowered her head, until her snout rested in his palm.

Amazed, he felt an almost angelic tingle run down his spine, to the tips of his fingers and the ends of his toes.

The Night Fury took a few steps back, fluttering her wings. To his utter shock and surprise, she then turned around, crouching down, offering her back to him.

Silus pointed to himself, staring at her incredulously. "Me?" She rolled her eyes, then inclined her head to her back. "Are you sure...?" The dragon grunted, lightly slapping her tail on the ground.

"Ok..." He walked forward, placing one shaking hand on her neck before throwing a leg over. She hummed In satisfaction, before leaning a little to the left to help him.

Only when Silus was safely secure on her back, did she stand, spreading her wings slowly.

"It would be nice if you go easy, being a Night Fury and all... Never mind, just don't...Don't go too fast, ok? This is my first time ever flying..." The Night Fury cooed in response, giving him an amused look, spreading her wings to their full extent with a quiet snap.

Now he realised he should have been dreading that look, instead of laughing at it. Silus only had time to gulp, before his eyes widened, her crouch foreshadowing her swift spring into the air.

….So much for going easy. Or slow.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

The Night Fury chortled, amused by the teens hilarious antics... Then again, he had asked for her to take it easy, although that's just what she was doing- seriously, did he think she was a Gronckle? Or was her gliding actually fast...?

He had been screaming for nearly a minute now, and she had long slowed into a steady glide over the forest.

She stayed away from the village's prying eyes, not wanting to be seen. As of now, she felt she could trust this boy, but anyone else, not even In the least.

The dragon had came to the village in young curiosity, to see if the rumours were true. She had been ready to go check it out, but then this... Amazing boy had come to her, and she simply couldn't ignore him! She couldn't tell what it was, but something about him stood out to her, in a fantastic way...

And now, here she was.

On the other side of perspective, Silus was everywhere- at least, mentally.

He found that at first, flying, while gloriously exhilarating, was also_ absolutely terrifying_.

He did find that what the riders said was true, though. You could truly feel the wind in your hair, the breeze that rushed past you... Only _after_ he caught his breath, could he actually interpret his surroundings and the awe-inspiring aspects of flight.

The Night Fury cooed, so Silus braved to open his eyes, after clutching on tighter to the dragon's neck in front of him.

He sucked in a breath, awestruck.

They were flying low over the forest, before them the beautiful sight of the sunset's rays reflecting on the ocean surface.

Silus was so simply amazed by the beauty of the sight, that he didn't really mind when the Night Fury gracefully flew higher, so her wings flew among the clouds. In motion to her actions, Silus reached up to feel the clouds, smiling as he lowered it.

"I can see why you love flying so much... It's amazing!" he murmured. She hummed in response, veering to the right.

Silus realised how high they were, but he trusted she wouldn't let him fall... Would she? He gripped on tighter with his knees, _just_ to be safe. He hoped he wasn't squeezing too tight, but the purple dragon wasn't showing any discomfort in the least, in fact, she seemed relaxed and happy.

He didn't know how long they flew, probably for hours... She circled the island a couple times, flying high in the clouds, and inches from the water's surface; she dipped and dived, each time giving Silus more and more comfort with flying, dragons, and quite frankly, _her_. He would tell her jokes, and she found more amusement in them than he had ever seen. One time, she had nearly fallen out of the sky...!

He would never forget their race across the ocean, though. When he had finally mustered enough courage, he asked her to show him what Night Furies were known for; their legendary speed. And so, that's just what she did.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

She slowed into a gentle glide over the clouds, humming in pleasure. On her back, the young teen had collapsed on her neck, laughing.

"WOW!" he rubbed the side of her triangular head, which eventually converted into a highly enjoyable scratch. "I knew you were fast, but my Thor, I guess that's the _true_ speed of a Night Fury."

He continued, now excited by the facts that were now a touchy subject. "Toothless, Hiccup's Night Fury, had a prosthetic, so I guess no one knew his real speed... But I bet he was as fast as you, maybe more... I think you're younger than him..."

Although slightly insulted (resulting in a playful slap of the ear-plate to his face), the Night Fury was increasingly interested in this 'Toothless' dragon, and wished she could meet him... But from what they knew, they were dead. She made sure that she talked of the legendary dragon when she returned to her home, if she ever did.

Her life hadn't exactly been... The best. That was before she had met Silus, though. Her prince in shining armour...

(…Well, maybe not that, but some type of saviour...)

The sun had set in the horizon, followed by the glory of night. They flew among the clouds, weaving in between them and over. She even did a few lazy loops, slow for his comfort, but smooth and elegant like herself.

Just as Silus was getting tired, they sighted the northern lights appearing in the sky.

The luminous colours glowed in the dark sky, showering the dragon beneath him in an even more beautiful light; the colours were already similar to the dragons', and her shiny scales made her a jewel in the night. He withdrew a sharp breath, causing the Night Fury to turn her head to look at him, her loving blue eyes causing his heart to melt with adoration.

They looked to the sky in sync, looking at the wavering rays of light. Sliding into place, a single word slipped off his tongue.

"Aurora..."

She whipped her head around, surprised. Silus didn't make a peep for a moment, before repeating the word.

Then, to his amazement and shock, he heard a feminine voice ring in his mind...

_Aurora_...?

Silus slightly panicked, spinning around in his position, trying to see something that was right in front of him. "Who said that?!" He cried, and the dragon let out a gentle roar, gesturing to herself.

Silus blinked. "What...?"

Then, just when he had nearly convinced himself this was all a dream, she lifted an arm and pointed to herself again.

_Aurora_. Said the voice, and then it dawned on the young teen; it was her speaking. How, he had no idea, logical or not.

"So... That's you speaking?" She nodded, repeating the word in his head and pointing to herself.

Silus tried to think why she continued to say that and gesture to herself. He knew the voice was her, somehow, but... As she did it again, louder now, he began thinking; her favouring of the word may be what could answer a big question.

"You want..." He stopped, seriously beginning to wonder if he had gone mad... "To be named Aurora?"

She nodded happily, flapping in excitement._ Silus!_ The voice took him off guard, even more so, being his name. However, it ended with a grin.

It seemed as though saying the words required quite the effort, so the fact she cared so much to try his name warmed his heart to another level of loving her.

"Thank you, Aurora... By the way, I think it's the most beautiful name in the world." he whispered, and smiled when she gave him a very human-like look, and basically did the dragon equivalent of a blush.

Silus rode Aurora around the island once more, flying under the coat of darkness and stars, until the teen sadly admitted he was tired, and Aurora, while reluctant, agreed. She flew him down to the cove, landing softly.

He slid off her back, and as soon as he was on the ground, she was coming in for the cuddle. He didn't resist as she softly pushed her head in his arms, in response being drawn close to his chest. He pressed his forehead against hers, as she hummed in satisfaction and gratitude.

"Thank you, Aurora. You filled a hole in my heart, one I thought would forever stay empty." The dragon opened her eyes, shining in the pale moonlight. They locked gazes, filled with the new-found love they shared. They had only known each other for about half a day, but had come so far. Somehow, Silus knew this couldn't be wrong. Unbeknownst to him, Aurora felt the same, and knew her decision as they hugged.

"Will you be here tomorrow?" He asked gently, as she nodded.

_Silus_. She voiced in his thoughts, giving him a gentle nudge to the shoulder.

"Aurora." He whispered, giving her one final stroke and hug before walking slowly away from the Night Fury, beginning the walk home.

As her future rider walked back to his home, the Night Fury, now named Aurora, sent a mental message to her home, telling them of her decision. Tomorrow, she would see him again, and in a week or so, she would make the request.

After that, they either had an unknown fate, or a great destiny to fulfil... Either way, she would never, ever leave his side... Ever.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N:**

**Ok, I feel like this is late, but hey... Getting ready for going back to school. So yeah, if I'm a little OOC, just like some of my characters, it'll most likely be due to school. You can blame them. There. **

**So, I guess there isn't much to say. I have no idea how I feel about this. It's up to my readers, really. Reviews are appreciated, so if you can spare the time, I would simply love it. :)**

**[IMPORTANT] I have a Poll going on at the moment, and its a simple 'yes' or 'no' so it'll only take a few seconds if you don't mind. I guess this is kinda more important to those reading the stories, but whatevs. I'll see if I can get the Poll on the chapter...**

**PICKLLESSSSSSSSS!**

**Crystallion12**


	9. Chapter 8- The Man in Red

This is War

'A How To Train Your Dragon Fanfiction'

**RATED – T – Contains violence, War themes, Blood and Gore, **

**GENRE - Dark themed – ? / Action**

**SUMMARY – Instead of Stoick, Hiccup was supposedly 'killed'. However, after Hiccup's death, Toothless mysteriously disappears, and soon after Drago and his army leave for supposedly no reason... Years later, things begin to change... Serious change. However, Drago turns out not to be the only one to return... **

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**IMPORTANT NOTICE: I currently have a Poll on my Profile Page. Please check it out. It will not take long, and it only requires a yes, or a no. **

**o-o-o**

**SHOUTOUTS:**

**_LightningAndDeathItself218_- It is adorable... I love it more than I love myself... And seriously, you're making me blush! Do you really think that? Well, either way, it's aesome to know someone is highly enjoying my all my OC s as of now... There's gonna be a lot of them. **

**_WeepArcsAngel_- Really? Well, that's what i'm aiming for, aside other goals; An 'original' mystical tale that has the reader questioning every character's next move! Yeah, I did want her to be amazingly beautiful, so I can check that off the list... Well, you'll definitely be seeing much more of the new duo- period. Dragon promise. And, you'll find they're going to be quite important... But, as I live by... No spoilers! XD**

**o-o-o**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**Chapter 8: The Man in Red**

Hiccup blinked multiple times, as the brightness briefly overwhelmed his vision. Regaining his sense of sight, he was surprised to find himself in a huge hall. Like the room, it had pristine, white walls, that practically glowed in white.

The sheer size of the hall alone shocked him nearly half to death; it looked nearly large enough to house a Red Death, although it would probably be a tight rough squeeze. The walls arched in at the roof, where multiple chandeliers hung with beautiful crystal pendants. The space was completely empty, aside from the multiple statues lining the walls in-between the doors. He could see about two dozen of the entrances, all to rooms similar to his own, he presumed.

What really caught his eye was the statues. With one in-between each door, he could see them in every blink he took.

They were pure gold, shining and gleaming as if they were brand new. Maybe they were; how could he know? Each one was identical, aside from the jewels in their eyes- each one was a dragon.

It was unlike any species he had ever seen, so maybe it wasn't actually depicting a species, and just the general idea of a dragon.

They were sat on their haunches, tail delicately wrapped around its front feet. Its huge wings were slightly fanned, covering distance between the doors. It had four legs, each with four claws and toes. They had long, muscular necks, that ended with a lifted, noble head; two horns protruded from the back of its head, and ear-like appendages were underneath covering the line between the end of the jawline and the horns. It had a long, almost delicate snout, ending with two nostrils.

Each one's eyes were different, though. They were all jewels, gleaming and sparkling. One would have emeralds, and another onyxes. The one to his left beside his door had rubies, another across from him with blueish gemstones he couldn't identify.

Caught up in staring at the jaw-dropping hall, he didn't even notice the man standing to his right beside one of the gold dragon statues. The man was finally noticed, when Hiccup heard his light chuckles.

He stepped forward, smirking. "_Jaw-dropping_, isn't it?"

Hiccup blinked, then realise that his jaw was hanging quite loose. With a bright red face, he closed it manually with his hands. The man laughed, and Hiccup took in his appearance.

Like him, he was dressed so richly Hiccup thought he could be a god, so he kept any remarks to himself... For now.

Over top a light black tunic, He wore a shiny, near-blood red chest plate, lined with gold where muscles were. His shoulders were covered by the same red armour, and down his arms, he wore gold gauntlets that were detailed with red lines and joints. His pants were also black; his thighs were covered with a sheet of red armour (for extra protection...?), and his knees were covered by a gold plate. Surprisingly, his boots nearly reached his knees; they were red, but gold on the sides, and the top- Hiccup found himself staring at the front, where the toes would be, which seemed to have red slits... Weird.

The man was tall, about half a head higher than him. His eyes were a pale green, but bright and full of life despite this. His skin had a nice tanning to it, and it looked similar to his own. On his neck near his jaw, there was some black ink marking, which some reason sent shudders down Hiccup's spine- a lot of strange things were happening today, that was for sure.

He had short, shiny, smooth black hair, that fell just above his eyes and ended just below his ears. Hiccup was shocked into silence by the fact, that the base of it was a blood red, and the tips over his eyes faded into the dark colour. He didn't appear to know, and if he did, he didn't mind it. Speaking of which, Hiccup could see that glints of red would appear in the reflection of his eyes... Hiccup noted that his back seemed strange, but Hiccup put it to rest shortly after. He looked a few years older than him-

"Helloooo? Wake up, Mr. Lala Land." Hiccup blinked, shaking his head feverishly. He blushed deeply when he saw the man grinning lopsidedly at him, shaking his head at the younger man's obsession with staring at_ interesting new things_. "You know, Ellia doesn't really like being stared at, so be careful. She's a little devil, is that girl."

Hiccup frowned, not knowing this girl- then again, there was bound to be too many new faces to count soon... Yippee. Now he had to monitor his staring, unless he wanted to make embarrassment his new key emotion.

Seeing Hiccup was unfamiliar, the man nodded to himself, then cleared his throat.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

"I realise I have once again forgotten to introduce myself, so I shall now. I know who you are, but you do not know me in turn." His eyes glinted with a glimmer of blood red, once again mystifying Hiccup. "I am Shurtugal, Aloysius Fyrnhjarta, Rider of Skulblaka Crimseara Arucane, and Guardian of War."

Hiccup blinked. Now, _that_, was a mouthful.

Fyrnhjarta- or was it Shurtugal? Now that he thought about it... Hadn't the letter addressed him in more ways than one...? Wasn't this 'Shurtugal' one of those?

Nervous, and slightly embarrassed (for the billionth time this hour), Hiccup spoke up. "Err... Can I ask a question?" He didn't know why, but suddenly the man seemed to tower over him like he was Odin. At least he knew that fact wasn't true...

"Pshaw! What am I, a god? Go ahead, just don't delve into private territory, please. My girlfriend would be after your head for all eternity... And probably mine too... Jeez, would that be a conversation to behold." He rolled his eyes, grinning despite knowing that was actually a quite realistic outcome of such a situation. Even Hiccup couldn't resist a chuckle and a smile.

"What do I call you?" The man blinked. "I mean, you were saying so many new words in one moment... It was a tad bit hard to process, get what I mean? If you don't mind, could you explain what each of them means...? Maybe later?"

"Oh- oops, sorry 'bout that. It's just customary, routine, I guess. Forgot you don't know all this stuff. And sure, I'll explain it all later on the way to the Hall." He stopped, then cursed under his breath. "Sorry, back to the question. Well, I'd like it if you just call me Aloysius, Alois for short."

Hiccup nodded. The man- Aloysius- clapped his hands, some type of motion behind him, then looked to the side.

"Come, or else we'll be late. We're going to the right." Aloysius waited until Hiccup turned and began walking, before he followed, staying just far enough away for comfort.

For a while, they simply walked in silence. The hall was just that big- each step they took echoed, which at first set Hiccup's nerves up.

However, something about Aloysius radiated protection, despite the fact he had claimed he was the 'Guardian of War'. What did that even mean...? He was the ruler of war...? No, that made no sense... Oh Thor, was he confused...

"So," Aloysius began. "You are from Berk of the Barbaric Archipelago, am I wrong?"

Hiccup nodded, eyeing the ceiling- it was the first time he had really looked at the strange things hanging from the ceiling- what were they? They appeared to have crystal tear-drops at the end of gold poles, and the centre was a clear round sphere...

He then realised there weren't any windows in the hall, and the light of the sun was coming from the clear glass roof. He then realised it was about midday, perhaps nearing sunset... Did time work differently here? He nearly tripped when he realised he was probably in Valhalla... But this didn't look like Valhalla, at least from what he had been told for his entire life...

Little did Hiccup know, that this was just the beginning of his life...

His real Destiny.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N:**

**I LIVEEEEEEEEEEEE! **

**Yeah, first comes first, I'm so sorry it's been so long. I assure you, I'm no where near losing interest! In fact, it's agonising for me to put school first right now... I assure you, everything at school 'schedule' is going great, but I think things are starting to smooth out, so finally, things will be normal for all of us!**

**And if any of you were thinking it, yeah, I'll admit I was a tad bit uncertain of how to continue this story- that was, until about two hours ago, when my light bulb exploded with imagination and_ common sense_.**

**I had two simple things I could work with, and that's what you got here- The hall, and the man. **

**Now that that's over with...**

**What's going to happen now? What is this man talking about? This movement (I've dropped hints here beforehand...)? What about all these dragons? And just who... Who is this ' Skulblaka Crimseara Arucane'? **

**Last thing; Does anyone know what language multiple phrases in the story so far are from? If you do, let me know! In a sort, it kinda hints a crossover, but the story isn't, I'm afraid. **

**(NEXT TWO CHAPPIES SHOULDN'T BE FAR AWAY)**

**EXPLODINGPICKLESAREMYBAE...**

_**(Yep... Never saying that again...)**_

**Crystallion12**
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**SUMMARY – Instead of Stoick, Hiccup was supposedly 'killed'. However, after Hiccup's death, Toothless mysteriously disappears, and soon after Drago and his army leave for supposedly no reason... Years later, things begin to change... Serious change. However, Drago turns out not to be the only one to return... **
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**IMPORTANT NOTICE: I currently have a Poll on my Profile Page. Please check it out. It will not take long, and it only requires a yes, or a no. **

**o-o-o**

**SHOUTOUTS:**

**As there are no reviews right now, I'll just say this-**

**I want to thank every single one of you, for reading, following and favouring, reviewing- it means the world to me, and brings a smile to my face every single time. We've hit the 10 chapter milestone. We've also now hit 4,000 views, which I see as a great accomplishment- even better, we have a current total of 31 Followers, 19 Favourites, and 16 Reviews! Thanks so much, guys... I wouldn't be here if it wasn't for you (and this fabulous franchise!)**

**Also, to all the guests, thank you so much! The way I have it means you can't have your own Shout-Outs, and I feel like you don't get nearly enough credit... Thank you so much, just... Thankyou. **

**Crystallion12**

**o-o-o**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**Chapter 9: Questions are Unavoidable**

Aloysius, once again, was the one to snap Hiccup out of his trance. This time, it was from colliding with a statue, face-first.

When he called out Hiccup's name in what was more of a shout, Hiccup nearly yelped in fear, thinking he was in trouble- was it against the rule to stare at the roof? As he ran his mind over possible death-sentences, he felt a cold hand grab hold of his left arm and gently pull him away. Hiccup blinked, looking down and realising he was only a few inches from the sharp tip of a golden wing- the wing of one of the statues.

Jumping, Hiccup heard Aloysius call out his name again, only softer and more concerned.

"Are you alright?" He asked, his pale eyes searching him for injury.

"Y-y-ye-yeah... I'm fine, I'm so sorry, I didn't mean to damage-" Hiccup stopped, seeing Aloysius' slightly amused expression.

After determining the young man was fine, the armour-clad man stepped back, running a hand through his dark hair. "It's not the scenery I was worried about, Hiccup. You should know they don't really mind, and they can be fixed quite easily- in fact, once, someone actually nearly burned this entire building to the ground because he was annoyed with _flies_."

Hiccup simply stared at him in disbelief. Then he burst into laughter, to which was soon joined by Aloysius; the reality of it...

Still grinning, Aloysius gestured for them to continue on their way out. Hiccup went back on track, making sure he was walking in a straight line this time.

"All seriousness, if you had collided with that- the results would have been... Ugly, to say in the least. I had an incident with one of the guys, and I've got the scar to prove it." Aloysius proved his point, stretching his neck to the side to show a faint scar near his collarbone. Hiccup shuddered, trying not to imagine what could have happened. The rest of the journey was spent in tense silence, the only sounds in the spacious hall being the footfalls and their breathing. ]

After what felt like an eternity, they reached the doors.

Huge, double doors that left him dumbstruck. The same dragon from the statues were on the doors, perhaps even more detailed. Instead of sitting, the dragon was nobly and elegantly standing on its hind legs, wings slightly spread yet again, and tail curled around its feet; there were two of them, facing each other symmetrically on either door. They were made of smooth gold against the pure white marble, the eyes closed in a peaceful appearance. The outline of the dragon was in a light blueish diamond, from his best guess.

Aloysius had stopped, allowing Hiccup to take in their beauty, before he gently pushed them open, revealing the bright daylight ahead.

It didn't take a lot to assure Hiccup that he was no longer in the borders of the Archipelago he had come to know and love; instead, he was met with perhaps the most beautiful thing he had ever seen- the fabled city of Asgard.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

It was huge, much, much larger than he had ever imagined.

Hiccup had never considered what Asgard itself would look like. Some would say that when you went to Valhalla, you only ever went there- you never left the grand halls, you stayed there until the end of eternity... But for some reason, Hiccup wasn't among them.

In a way, he was glad about this. He knew the men of Valhalla would be Chiefs, long passed their days, great huge warriors drinking mead and wrestling each other. Hiccup was none of that, screw whatever anyone ever said.

Gods, he would probably be better off in Hel, where the other runts probably were...

Speaking of which, he had never understood that. Tradition, and law stated runts were to be cast out to sea, and if they somehow, someday, found their way back, they would be accepted into the village as the lowliest of the low. While the first 15 years of his life were nothing but rough, the last 5 had been like a dream to him... But why had he never been put into a small boat and shipped off?

As he pushed the thoughts away, he allowed his mind to linger on the hope maybe he would get some answers today, or maybe another.

He now came to realise they were on a cliff, overlooking the city. The cliff was huge, more like a rocky clearing. He could see great, tall walls of rock looming over them to the sides, and it dawned on the young man this was a mountain... Yes, there was a mountain behind the city, wasn't there? But since when was there a gorgeous, huge hall depicted with dragon statues and mysterious objects above the city?

He could see the hall was built in a large crevice into the mountain's top, so it created a large canyon-esque trench. Then, the hall was built inside it...

Aloysius stepped forward, deciding to explain a few things. "The hall was built here a few centuries ago- an... Incident, occurred, causing the large trench the hall was built on- it serves as a bridge between Asgard itself, and the Asgardian City of Dragons..."

Hiccup froze, then turned to the older man, dumbstruck. "Did you just... Did you just say 'City of Dragons?'- wha? Since when..." Hiccup fumbled for the words, while Aloysius simply chuckled.

"You see, my dear Hiccup, all life, Asgard, and its inhabitants, have been at peace with dragons for thousands of years, and still are today... It was just you vikings who failed to see them in their true light... Courtesy of the Red Death, so I guess you guys are forgiven." Aloysius shook his head, resisting the urge to burst into uncontrollable laughter. "You might want to... You know... Close the jaw."

**Oo-oOo-oO**

To say in the least, Hiccup was rather scared. Alright, he had been scared since waking up here, but now that he was alone... Well, that was a terrifying concept alone, and to live it... He was starting to feel queasy.

Apparently, _Odin_ himself wished to speak with him. About _incredibly important matters_. And he still hadn't seen Toothless, which worried and scared him half to death.

Great.

Just add it to the ever-increasing pile of problems he had right now.

Aloysius had taken him to a huge hall, much bigger than the previous, and left him, saying he had somewhere to be, and Hiccup would be fine. While he trusted the red and gold man, he couldn't say the same for the enormous golden room he had been escorted to by the man. Unlike the Hall with dragon decorations, the room he was in now was _completely_ gold. It was almost too bright for his eyes, so he had to blink often.

Hiccup jumped, suddenly hearing the sound of heavy doors opening, and sure enough, the light was soon exposed to his poor eyes- and Hel, was it bright. When he finally felt it was safe to lower his arm, he could see that two sets of doors were opened, each with two amour-clad guards that walked in and stood to attention beside the doors.

He mused at the difference between theirs, and Aloysius' armour- each guard's armour was identical, and had a much more uniform feel to it. They had long, spear like weapons, with a blue-crystal pointed heads at the ends, which looked nice and deadly...

Just as he was starting to wonder what he was doing here, he heard a heavenly sound, one he had feared he may never hear again; a roar, belonging to a dragon, but not just any dragon, as cliché as that sounds...

Toothless.

Not entirely surprisingly, the black, lithe Night Fury was running at him as fast as his legs could carry him, even taking little flight jumps to speed it up.

Without really thinking, he too broke into a run, ecstatic to see his dragon again- it had felt like forever since he had been with his beloved dragon brother. Toothless was just like he had been, just before the whole Drago Bludvist thing had happened- happy, excited, energetic, and silly. The Night Fury had his tongue flying out of his gummy trademark grin, for Thor's sake!

Laughing, he stopped a few seconds before he collided with the dragon, who braked abruptly and stood on two feet, roaring joyfully.

Not a moment sooner, Hiccup was in the air, hanging onto Toothless' thick, warm neck, embracing the dragon tighter than he could remember. So tight, a minute later, he had to drop to the floor, where he was panting with a huge grin plastered on his face.

Both embraced again, inhaling each other's scent after so long, and feeling each other's warmth...

And Hiccup now knew, that as long as he had Toothless, he could do this. He could confront the almighty God Odin, and they would do it together. Him and Toothless... As one.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

One of the guards broke the touching moment, raising his voice as it echoed throughout the room. "Shurtugal Hiccup, and Skulblaka Toothless, you must come with us now. Do not fear, you shall not be separated."

Hiccup placed a hand on Toothless' neck, nodding and taking a deep breath as they turned to the door that was still open. The one his dragon had come through was shut, the guards now standing behind them. The other guards were at the front, leading man and dragon forward to their next destination.

The hallway they walked down was almost identical to the room, covered in gold. This time, however, he could see white mixed in there too.

They came out of the hall to encounter another set of doors, which led to another huge room, although this one definitely was different.

The walls, floor, and ceiling were all near identical to what he found in the Dragon Hall. But that hall didn't have a large throne on a raised dais with stairs in the very centre. And certainly didn't seat a God.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

"Welcome, Dragon Rider, Night Fury. I understand you are very nervous, and intimidated in this moment, and I understand such emotions. You are not the first." Odin's voice was loud, powerful, respect-worthy, and somewhat raspy, but shockingly, it was also gentle, kind and welcoming, traits neither expected.

But maybe this was a first-time situation. Maybe they were lucky; as of now, they wouldn't be able to know for certain.

Hiccup stayed where he was, uncertain of exactly what to do.

"Please, come forward, young ones. It is only right for you to see me clearly, as I see you." The God was huge, bigger than Stoick, and dressed as rich as you'd expect, not only for this place, but a God.

He wore battle armour, with a large cape behind him. He sported an eye patch, and held his signature weapon in hand. His helmet was placed on a table to the side, not in use. On his right shoulder, a raven was perched, black and sleek. It was obediently standing there, watching the new-comers with interest, curiosity and respect in its beady eyes, although Hiccup could tell it was also weary from its tenseness.

Huh. Funny. Hiccup had never been told or read about Odin having a black bird. Oh well... There was a lot of things different here.

As was requested, Hiccup and his dragon stepped forward, so they were standing at the foot of the dais. Odin eyed them with one eye, scanning the duo with interest. It was rather strange, in Hiccup's perspective, but he had only ever heard stories, myths, and legends until now. This was real. He was real. Odin's Ghost- wait...

He'd have to find a new term, wouldn't he?

Finally, after what felt like forever, Odin sat back, silent.

"I must say... I'm glad you didn't turn out like that madman did." Odin's words once again shocked Hiccup and Toothless. It was weird, yet so nice- everywhere he expected anger, he got kindness. Every time he thought they would be disappointed, they simply shrugged it off, or said nothing instead...

What if everything Hiccup had been told... Was wrong?

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N:**

**So, there's the question. It's out there, and I'm glad. **

**Now, guys, it's very late at night for me over here, half one in the morning to be precise, so I really need to get to bed. Release a few Zs. I've got school tomorrow, and a long week ahead of me, no doubt. **

**Once again, I apologise if the next update takes a while. Hopefully, it'll be up within the next few days, I'm hoping tomorrow; guess it'll be up to Homework. **

**Well, I'll pop the question again; Does anyone know what this mysterious language is? **

**And, what of this 'City of Dragons'? What's going on here? **

**Last thing before I call in for the night, be sure to check out the Poll on my Profile Page- It's to do with the One-Shots I've in the running. ;)**

**PS- I've got a Two-Shot coming up soon, and I think Hiccup Hurt/Comfort fans are gonna love it... Also, the starring dragon is one from the video game 'Rise of Berk'... Does _Thornshade_ ring a bell, anyone? Well, if you leave a Review, I'll be more than happy to PM you a little sneak-peak. ;)**

**Pickles and Hot Chilli... Probably make a concoction similar to Astrid's Yaknog, now that I think about the horror... Ugh.**

**Crystallion12**


	11. Chapter 10- The Crimson Scales

This is War

'A How To Train Your Dragon Fanfiction'

**RATED – T – Contains violence, War themes, Blood and Gore, **

**GENRE - Dark themed – ? / Action**

**SUMMARY – Instead of Stoick, Hiccup was supposedly 'killed'. However, after Hiccup's death, Toothless mysteriously disappears, and soon after Drago and his army leave for supposedly no reason... Years later, things begin to change... Serious change. However, Drago turns out not to be the only one to return... **

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**IMPORTANT NOTICE: I currently have a Poll on my Profile Page. Please check it out. It will not take long, and it only requires a yes, or a no. **

**o-o-o**

**SHOUTOUTS:**

**_Enderrider_- Thanks! I appreciate the review, and well, everything! **
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**o-o-o**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**Chapter 10: The Crimson Scales**

"Well... That was... Interesting?" Hiccup looked to his dragon, who only shook his head with a snort, and a amused expression in his eyes. Hiccup huffed. "Useless reptile..."

They walked down the stairs, taking the pleasure of looking over the huge city from the high position they were in. Toothless groaned sadly, looking at his one tail-fin. Hiccup bit his lip. He didn't know what these guys had done with Toothless' saddle and prosthetic.

He still had his leg, which honestly looked as good as new, but he had yet to see his dragon's gear. Perhaps they had it stowed away somewhere?

He _had _been asleep for nearly two weeks, according to Odin, so it would make sense.

Toothless nudged his rider's arm, seeing his, I'm-so-lost-in-thought-that-I-don't-notice-anything face. The adolescent smiled in gratitude, turning his head at the sound of someone whistling.

He sighed and shook his head, seeing Aloysius leaning against the wall, one leg crossed lazily over the other while he inspected his nails. He turned his head up, giving him that lop-sided grin before standing up straight.

"Wow," Hiccup said, "Dramatic entrance much?"

"You think that's dramatic?" Aloysius asked, snorting. "In a minute, I'll give you dramatic."

Oo-oOo-oO

"Try me." Hiccup placed a hand on Toothless' thick neck, smiling. "I'm taking you and Toothless have been acquainted?" He questioned, and the man nodded, winking at Toothless to Hiccup's confusion. Toothless gave him a gummy smile.

"Well, if dramatic is what you want..." he grinned, stepping back towards the edge. Hiccup frowned. "Then I guess that's what you're gonna get!" And with that statement, he allowed himself to simply fall off. Hiccup yelped, about to run forward, when he saw Toothless' excited face, and amusement.

"Bud, he just-" Hiccup never finished his sentence, because he heard a loud _swoosh_, and multiple wingbeats, and his jaw dropped as Aloysius came back into sight.

He was flying.

As in, flying on his own.

Hiccup simply stared, jaw hanging loose, as Aloysius grinned smugly, and did a loop in the evening air before gently flying over, inches away from him.

"H-h-ho-how?! What- What are you?!" Hiccup took a step back, staring as Aloysius landed softly on the ground. Now in front of him, Hiccup could see the wings better. They were large, having a huge wingspan. He estimated they were about 12 feet wide, nearly two times his height. They were a glistening blood red, with their tips fading into a darker shade. There were 5 folds, and he could see a claw, probably with the purpose of gripping. They shimmered in the sun, folding smoothly to his sides with a slight flutter. (Yeah, fold those big red babies!)

Aloysius I-have-giant-dragon-wings chuckled slightly, the same red glint coming to his eyes, the same colour as his wings. "I'm a Humanblaka, as we are called- a winged human. You see, because of the bond me and my partner share..." He swiftly spread one wing, creating an almost metallic ringing sound as he did, like a sword out of a sheath.

"I have her wings." He smirked, extending the wing in and out, as if he was testing it, before bringing it back. He rested his wings to his hip, at the joints pressing the 'fingers' against his back, the small claws at the end brushing against his spine.

Hiccup shook his head, trying to settle his shock and amazement. As he repeated Aloysius' previous line in his head, he snapped to immediate confusion. "Her wings? Who...?"

Aloysius grinned, and he clapped, which was followed by Toothless pounding on the ground and making a drum-roll. Hiccup frowned, inclining his head to the side in confusion. Toothless was chortling in amusement, while Aloysius was desperately trying to stifle his giggles.

"Presenting, Skulblaka Crimseara Arucane!"

A huge roar resounded through the air that seemed to tremble, as a huge glistening red dragon came into his wide eyed sights.

Oo-oOo-oO

Hiccup watched, jaw dropped and eyes wide, as Crimseara hovered in the orange sky.

She was _beautiful_. Absolutely stunning.

Crimseara, as Aloysius had called her before, was huge, probably two times bigger than a Typhoomerang, and suddenly, the humongous, wide halls all over Asgard made sense.

Her jewel like scales glittered, sparkles and shone, like little rubies in the sun. Her scales were a blood red, crimson as her fearsome name implied. Down her underside and bottom jaw, the red was a lighter shade, and down her spine was a darker shade in reverse. Sharp, golden spikes ran down her neck, back and tail along her spine. Her eyes were a warm orange, melting into her blazing scales.

She had a head almost like a Monstrous Nightmares, with a long snout and two nostrils, but it wasn't flat or too long. At the back of her head, there were two ivory white horns curving slightly upward, and underneath along the side of her jaw, she had appendage-like ears, like those Toothless had. She had a long, thick, muscular neck, and a strong collarbone. Her torso was slim and light in colour, almost like a bird's.

She had four legs, each foot having four toes and ivory white claws.

Her entire body was curved with lithe muscle, no doubt from taking off, and fighting, and possibly intense training- who knows what she had been through, what with the scars he could see sprinkled over her body.

Her long tail ended with two tail-fins, but they were a different shape and size to Toothless'. Hiccup found himself unable to draw connections between the two dragons, especially as he looked to her two sets of wings. Her first pair were absolutely enormous, and possibly three times the length of her body from nose to tail-tip. The underneath of the wings was a very pale red, and the membrane had multiple tears and rips at its edges. The second pair were like Toothless'; a smaller pair, which looked to be gliding aids.

Crimseara was unlike any dragon he'd ever seen- her species, he had no idea. For clues, perhaps she was a relative of a Monstrous Nightmare, or maybe related to the Night Fury? (he got hopeful there.)

No doubt, she was a combination of deadly and beautiful.

He watched, awe shining in his emerald eyes, as she landed with a dull thud. Her talons clicked softly on the white stone, and she smoothly folded her large wings to her sides with her eyes blinking.

Aloysius took her large head into his arms for a brief moment, stroking her scaly cheek, and she growled quietly, before escaping his arms, lifting her shimmering head to look directly at them.

Crimseara's bright eyes locked onto them, a small puff of smoke rising from her nostrils. She inspected them with slightly narrowed pupils, rumbling low In her throat. After what felt like an eternity, her pupils dilated a bit, and she lowered her head to a more comfortable angle.

Then, to him and Toothless' utter shock, she spoke.

_Greetings, Hiccup, Toothless_. Her voice was soft and elegant, flawless, but held a type of firm power and a deadly edge.

It rang in their minds, and Hiccup realised she was speaking to them telepathically. He blinked, unable to believe what was actually happening; part of him expected to just wake up back on Berk, as if nothing had ever happened and all was normal and right.

"Did she just..."

Aloysius nodded. Crimseara hummed, moving her head closer to them. _I am speaking to you, telepathically, at least. I cannot speak like you humans do, I'm afraid, but I do speak many languages_. She glanced over to her rider, pupils wide with affection. _Alois, do they know yet_? Aloysius shook his head, and she seemed to growl in disapproval. _Oh, that sucks ba_-

"Crimseara..." Aloysius growled in a threatening tone, and she stopped. Her eyes widened, and, unbelievably, she _brought_ a paw up and _slapped it_ over _her eyes_. That was the first time Hiccup ever saw a dragon _actually_ face-palm.

_Forgive me, young-lings_. _It is the weekend, and you know what that means_? Aloysius snorted, muttering something about her low IQ. _I am an idiot, as Aloysius just so nicely explained using his taunting IQ levels strategy_. _Great, right_?

Hiccup found himself snickering, and when he glanced over his shoulder, he could see Toothless chortling too- wait, was his snout heated up... Was his dragon... _Smitten_?!

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N: **

**'Giggling over here' Oh, sorry, guys! Didn't see you there- ok, hold on...**

**Yeah, so firstly, my apologies for the delay. I might make a few of these breaks, simply so other fanfics I've got going can shine. :)**

**And... I couldn't help myself with Toothless. He's just lovin' those curv- 'Smack' **

**PS- If you look, you'll probably find quite a few somewhat subtle references to my other fanfiction CYFTLT, and an entire other franchise that a lot of stuff here comes from... Great Dragon Theory. So. Many. Lectures. (Birthday Leap, much?)**

**GIANT PICKLEZ 'N' COOKIEZZ! **

**Crystallion12**
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**o-o-o**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**Chapter 11: Don't Listen to a Word I Say**

A whoosh of air swept across the city. Above the heads of the citizens below, a loud, vibrating noise ran out, to which was shortly followed by the sound of a man-handled horn. Many shouts could be heard, as they bustled around, gathering around a landing platform.

"Are they back?"

"Don't just stand there, they could be injured!"

"What about the eggs?"

"Get Leila and Archados!"

"ENOUGH!"

Silence enveloped the city. The citizens parted, slightly bowing their heads, and fanning their wings, twitching and making soft, hissing sounds. Their companions did so as well, every creature, every life force, bowing or at least showing respect to her.

The people of the city all bore large wings, the same as their soul-mates, the dragons.

Possessing controllable magic, wings, incredible knowledge, and the ability to read minds and destroy entire villages, they were terrifying, beautiful, mysterious, and lethally dangerous- and that was without weapons, or their allies.

One of these extraordinary beings landed, her wings stilling and slowly folding by her sides. She wore a long, elegant silver dress, studded with amethysts and emeralds; her wings were allowed freedom from holes in the back, allowing them complete manoeuvrability. She strode forward, making smooth gentle gestures with her hands to request them to rise, to which was obliged. By her side, a huge tiger walked gracefully, while behind her, two large Lindworms **[1]** followed in guard, eyeing their surroundings.

She looked around, her eyes firm but calm and gentle. "We shall wait for them, the rift will open soon..." She glanced to the sky, the inside of her iris brightening inhumanely. One of the people spoke up, his voice quiet and calm. "...Very soon, I can begin to feel it, Leila."

Leila nodded in understanding, stroking the large cat beside her. Before long, nods and murmurs of agreement for his statement were heard, as the presence became stronger in each of their advanced minds.

She lifted her head, making a soft clicking sound with her tongue, causing her tiger to calm and sit, and the wingless dragon guards to step forward, standing in a more circular formation.

She had a medical team on stand-by.

She had learned the hard way, that they had to be ready for anything.

Oo-oOo-oO

By the time the sound suddenly re emerged, much louder now, followed by a humming like vibration, it was sunset. All was abruptly silent, until a huge whoosh was heard. In the yellow-orange sky, it was as if the sky itself had been torn by a dragon's claw- a huge, purple-gold tear had appeared, glowing brightly, creating a steady burring noise.

A thundering roar came through the gap, followed by the arrival of a huge, gold dragon, diving out of the tear. Almost immediately after, it closed with a pop, as gold and purple sparkles fell and dissolved in the air, replaced a gentle, sparkling breeze that guided the dragon to the landing platform almost completely silently. It left just as its paws nearly touched the edge, causing the dragon to flap his wings to gently land.

This dragon was none other than Garitirus, who had just returned, on his back the Dragon Rider Valerie.

Garitirus shuffled his wings, wincing at the flash of pain in one of them. He grumbled his thanks to the wind, (and, believe it or not, my dear reader) who in turn made a gentle shimmering sound, before disappearing into thin air, leaving nothing but an angelic ringing noise that soon ended.

Smiling, Leila stepped forward, walking up to the dragon and its rider.

"Welcome back, Shurtugal Valerie, Skulblaka Garitirus." She paused, quietly inclining her wings down, fanning the outer edge, and lowering her head ever so slightly. Valerie was seated upright in her saddle, one hand resting on her dragon's muscular neck.

"No need to be courteous in our return, Leila, you know better."

"Eh, well, I was just messing with you, miss we're-all-equal. Although I do like that philosophy, we cannot say such things."

Valerie snorted in a draconian way, before her eyes gained a sad glint that made her pupils widen. "I am aware of that, it is one of things I have learned to accept... I never even considered out-living my son when he entered my life, but here I am, where he is no more."

Leila tapped Garitirus' shoulder, bearing a sad smile as she reached up on her tip-toes to gently touch the other rider's hand, squeezing her fingers re-assuringly.

"And I'm sorry for your loss, Valla. I only heard yesterday from my father. You had already left, so I could not see you."

"Think nothing of it- he would not wish you to be sad."

Valerie made a motion with one wing, and that was when the other was noticed. Leila frowned worriedly, immediately taking flight and lifting Leila to the ground. Said woman turned to her, smiling gratefully.

"Please, someone alert the healers." A dark blue dragon roared, volunteering. Leila nodded, telling her fellow rider to sit, as she began to inspect the gold dragon, eventually seeing his wing. She turned to Valerie. "How?"

"He took us off guard." Valerie muttered, pulling the saddlebags off of the dragon. Leila glared, annoyed she had ignored the request to stay down. She figured it wouldn't make much difference.

"Deathstar and Drago?"

"Who else?"

"Good point. As far as we know, only Drago controls dragons the way he does... But there are countless masses of people and dragons who would do _anything_ to kill a Dragon Rider or its Dragon... That's just the cruelty of the twisted mind."

Valerie nodded slowly, sitting on Garitirus' left front paw with the saddlebags beside her feet. She picked one up, flipping open the fabric storage.

Within, was a vivid green, dragon egg, shining and shimmering in the remaining sunlight. Valerie ran a hand over the cold and only slightly warm, smooth surface, feeling a tiny vibration within. She beamed, showing Leila who had just emerged from the other side of her dragon. When the sight reached her, the lady's smile reached her eyes, and she hurried over. She ran her hand over the egg, laughing.

Oo-oOo-oO

"It's alive?" She asked, in disbelief.

"Yeah, I think they all are..."

"They all?! W- What?"

Valerie chuckled, taking the green egg and slipping it back in its bag, before picking up another. She opened it, revealing a yellow-orange egg, like the colour of sunset. Once again, it was the same temperature, a good sign. Leila was still in shock, but smiling none the less. She took that egg into her lap, but then frowned as Valerie opened the last, and looked on the verge of crying.

"What's wrong? You said..." Valerie showed her the sea blue egg, looking almost grey, dull as dull could be. Leila closed her eyes, sighing sadly.

"It's gone..." She whispered, looking back at the orange egg in her lap.

It may not sound like much...

...But one less dragon was a tragedy for the entire Earth.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N: **

**Huh. Well, that's one way of saying that, I guess... So, that's pretty much all for that little story arch. From here to around Chapter 30, this fanfic mainly focuses on Hiccup, Toothless, Silus, and Berk. **

**It's kinda funny- I was literally on this today for two minutes. **

**That's because I had already written this chapter, before 10, 11, and possibly even 9. When I realised I wanted more Hiccup and Toothless between the space, I changed it up a bit. **

**Now, I think you guys will be either be pleased, or uncertain, to hear that this fanfic is confirmed to go on for at least 50 chapters. The important stuff happens from chapter 30 and onward- which also so happens to be when the violence and blood and gore kicks in... Great. I'm evil. **

**Next Chapter: **

**Chapter 12- Awkward...**

**DISCLAIMER: I DO NOT OWN HTTYD, SADLY...**

**I DO OWN MY LOVE, THOUGH! THAT COUNTS! (Right...?)**

**Crystallion12**
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**o-o-o**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**Chapter 12: Awkward...**

Hiccup woke to the sound of a dragon's snuffling, right against his ear where a cold snout was pressed against.

Blearily opening his eyes, he adjusted to his surroundings. He was in the same room as the day before- if time worked the same way here, that was. For all he knew, years could have passed on Berk, whilst it was minutes here.

For a dull moment, he wondered if this was all a long dream. But nothing backed it up. At all.

Wishing for nothing more than to go back to sleep, he shuffled back in, and rolled over. Rolling right into his dragon's claws. He yelped in shock, the black scales colliding with his hands. He heard a faint grunt, and he sat against the back board.

Toothless was in his bed. He didn't think this could get any weirder.

His Night Fury was laid in a curled up position on his side, one wing tucked to his body, the other draped over the edge. His head was resting on the pillow, only a hairsbreadth away from where his nose had been a short while ago. Hiccup was simply confused, trying to understand his dragon's motives. Why would his dragon _sleep_ with _him_?

He had a crazy idea, but it was horrendous and disturbing. So, he settled for the whole, 'he's so protective he has to sleep with me now, in the same bed'... And that sounded even worse.

Hiccup was barely aware that Aloysius had come in, looking at them with amusement and surprise shining in his eyes. He looked up at the man, hoping for some answers.

"Help?" He asked, desperate.

Aloysius bit his lower lip, walking forward. "I really don't know, kid..." He explained, looking away. "I guess, it's just something you'll need to figure out... In due time, you'll understand, I think. Now- Why he's even here? Well, he refused to leave you last night after you fell asleep, so... We just allowed him in. He's not that big yet, so it was fine and approved."

Hiccup nodded, still slightly disturbed. "So Alois..." he said, heart still pounding, "This is... Alright? I don't know, I guess, it just seems a little... Gah, how do I say this? Wrong, weird? Inappropriate?"

Aloysius simply chuckled, shaking his head fondly, as if reminiscing pleasant memories. "I wouldn't worry about it too much; you'll learn about this, one way or another... Well, to be honest, _everyone_ who has a dragon should know... Although a LOT don't. But-" He paused, spreading a red wing in... A gesture? "-Like I said, you'll figure it out, and eventually, you will understand."

The Humanblaka, as he called himself, clapped his hands. "Now, the reason I came here... Well, that's a slightly different topic."

Hiccup inclined his head, confused. The man looked at him seriously.

"One that involves your REAL destiny."

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N: **

**Summary of the chapter: IT. SUCKS. **

**This was originally intended to be a lot more explanatory, but...**

**That would take the fun out of it. So, Hiccup and Toothless will know their destiny, but YOU won't. Although I think this story will kinda make it obvious...**

**Also, Chapter 11's 'NEXT CHAPTER' has been changed to the new title. **

**Next Chapter: **

**Chapter 13- Pyres of the Alpha**

**DISCLAIMER: I DO NOT OWN HTTYD**

**Crystallion12**
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**Oo-oOo-oO**

**Chapter 13: Pyres of the Alpha**

_Approximately a week prior to Hiccup's disappearance..._

Thunder crackled, and lightning illuminated the horrifying remains of the scene.

A blood red dragon stood over the unconscious Bewilderbeast, purring. Her eyes were narrowed in pleasure, oh, that had been good. Despite this, she eyed the limp dragon with amusement in her eyes.

And the females are supposed to be the ones who moan.

To be utterly honest, she had never had any sexual intercourse with any dragon; well, before now. She hadn't really considered it before now, and had never had reason to do so.

But if she really wanted the proper authority of a Queen, she would need to have actually mated with a dragon, an Alpha. She could of reaped him before, but she didn't want to. Those who mated with a King only became a Princess, so that way, there could only actually be one Queen of dragons.

Yeah, so it was quite horrible, cruel and dark. But he was her slave... So she guessed he was just a pleasure slave now. Then again, who knew what he might do to her in return when he woke up. Ironically, he was still the Alpha. The only reason he had actually allowed her to enter his private space, was because she had forced him to surrender- and, well, he couldn't fight her, either way, he_ was _simply nothing compared to _her,_ he was_ only_ a Bewilderbeast.

Her gaze flickered to the blood gathered around him, and grimaced. It _was _disgusting.

But yet, it was so necessary, and although she wouldn't admit it, she had liked the whole... Exchange. She should consider this more often... She looked at him again, on the verge of pouncing on him like she had three hours ago.

Scarlet shook her massive head. No... No, he had to die.

As much as she almost didn't want to, she knew it was necessary. When he died, she would immediately rise to power...

"It is a pity, isn't it, love?" She sighed in perfect Norse, to which most mortals would be confused by. "I would of loved to keep you longer..." With a glint of mocking remorse in her eyes, she inspected her claws. She lowered her head silently, knowing what she was about to do.

"Oh my love, do sleep well..."

And she snapped his neck, the sickening crack resonating off the cliff walls for miles.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N: **

…**...I have no news, so... How am I going to sleep tonight...Please don't hate me...**

**I'm evil. And disgusting. Hence the warning...**

**Crystallion12**
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**Also, thanks to all you lovely peeps- I love you! DRAGONITES UNITE!**

**o-o-o**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**Chapter 14: Mysteries of the Murderous**

Snotlout grudgingly stomped over to Astrid, patiently waiting at the door.

"What do you want, Astrid?" He grumbled, just wanting her to go away. Ever since Hiccup had died... Well, he had been lost. He didn't know what to do...

Hiccup had always been there. _Always_.

She sighed. To be honest, she didn't look so good, either. Then again, none of the village had in ages.

"I don't really know, either, but the twins looked serious... Said something about a big dead dragon." Astrid explained. Both of the young adults had frowns etched onto their expressions, and for good reason.

Snotlout looked down; well, it was better than moping around, and trying to look strong.

"Alright... Let me get Hookfang from the stables... And we'll all go."

Astrid nodded, her shoulders slumping. They would all go; the entire gang, without Hiccup and Toothless...

...It was just so wrong.

Oo-oOo-oO

They flew in no formation, the once organised group now misshapen.

Astrid flew on Stormfly, scanning the ground below them. They had taken nearly half the day just to get here, and apparently the 'big dead dragon' was on this island.

Astrid knew very well this could just the twins' attempt to get the gang back together, and have some fun, because... Well, it wouldn't be the first time.

But their looks when they ran up to her, exhausted and sweating, with a worried and nervous dragon behind them, had _her_ worried. It was very peculiar to see a relaxed or happy face from them these days, and they usually were upset and quiet, but to see... That... Was too big for her to pass up.

To be honest, she had been slightly excited to get out with her friends. It had been surprisingly nice to fly in the air upon her dragon, the ones she called family flying behind her.

Fishlegs had even tried some jokes, and to his joy, he had managed to create some chuckles.

But all those died away as they hovered over the gorge- because that dragon was real... And it was dead, and huge. Huge, as in, they could see it before they even realised what they saw.

Oo-oOo-oO

"Uh, guys..." Snotlout said, fear and concern hanging in his tone, "Isn't that... A Bewilderbeast...?"

Astrid was at a loss for words. She knew that dragon- it was undoubtedly Drago Bludvist's Bewilderbeast; The Alpha...

He _was_ the Alpha.

"So... The Alpha's dead. Was he challenged? Where's you-know-who?"

Fishlegs frowned. "I don't know... I don't. I mean, could he have died of starvation? What about-"

"Another dragon killed him." Ruffnut suddenly interrupted, her eyes emotionless. The other riders blinked at her.

"How do you know?" Snotlout asked, looking over the gruesome image in hopes of finding an answer.

"Because of the blood, and claw marks. See?" She and Tuffnut flew down on Barf & Belch, and she pointed to a deep gouge in its neck. Now they looked, it was by a dragon.

"Whatever- or whoever- did this, they were possibly bigger... Than a Bewilderbeast. It's neck was snapped... And... Oh Thor, that's disgusting..."

"Fishlegs... It's blood." Astrid said lowly.

The husky adolescent looked sickly. "That's not it... You don't want to know."

Snotlout looked to Astrid, Astrid looked to the twins, who looked to the Bewilderbeast... And they wound up figuring it out. And it wasn't a pretty sight.

Oo-oOo-oO

Trying to erase gruesome and dark thoughts circulating his mind, Fishlegs laid on his stomach, doing what he always did when he wanted to take his mind off something.

He read a book. Best alternative in the world.

More specifically, he was reading books and scrolls. Last time Trader Johann had been on Berk, he had given Fishlegs a large package... From someone called 'Aloysius'. He had no idea who that was, but that was all he had to work with on terms of names.

He was currently reading a thick book, one that read as 'The Ancient Language'. Inside, it talked about how, apparently, it was the oldest known language known to all creation.

"Wow, Meatlug... Words that can kill people. Only gods can do that!" His dragon was quite interested, although, she had been ever since he carried the two large satchels back to his home. "You know, I'm starting to wonder- is this even real? I mean... It's ridicules. Some words In this 'Ancient Language' can make you fly, set something on fire..."

Fishlegs looked at the pile. Ever since Hiccup had died, he hadn't really felt much desire to finish things- it felt so wrong, because his best friend had never been able to finish himself... He looked at his Gronckle, and sighed. He would read these another time. He got up, and piled them on a high shelf.

Unbeknownst to him, as he left, a small dragon flew in his room, slipping a small bookmark between two pages. It smiled, and left the room.

Oh, the surprise he was going to get when he read that, 14 years into the future...

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N: **

**Wow, am I the only one who thinks we're getting somewhere here? Inspiration boost, I guess...**

**Nothing much to say, although I did get my first flame- or, hater... I won't say much, other than he didn't exactly look at the character's section... Although, that is why I added the extra details at the end of the Summary. **

**Just want to say, I love each and every one of you for coming with me on this fanfiction. Following... Favouring... And reviewing. **

**Even when people try to bring me down, I wont let them, because I know there are more of you that would never say such things- and for that, I love you all. Thank you, just, thank you, all of you... The fan girl community is my second (or third, my Home room class might be there... Ok, you're even) family, and I wouldn't want it any other way. :D**

**Now, before we start getting grey hairs, from reading all my mushy-fangirl-confessions...**

**Crystallion12**


	16. Chapter 15- Hell to your Doorstep

This is War

'A How To Train Your Dragon Fanfiction'

**RATED – T – Contains: Strong Violence, War Themes, Blood and Gore, Mild Language, Mild Adult Themes.**

**GENRE - Dark themed – Fantasy / Adventure [Action]**

**SUMMARY – ****They thought he was dead. As the Scarlet Queen began her reign of terror, all seemed lost, the light sucked into the dark, freedom never to be felt again... But he's coming to end the fight. Darkness shall cower, as a dragon blacker than night, upon his back a man with wings, returns. And he cries out the warning, to the good and the evil... This is War.**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**IMPORTANT NOTICE: I currently have a Poll on my Profile Page. It Is for 'Reckless or Selfless?' and is about naming the Deathsong. **

**o-o-o**

**SHOUTOUTS:**

**_Enderrider_- Well, if more is what you want, I'll try. For chapters... Well, I'll say this- there are LOTS more chapters. As in, the chapter number's gonna get pretty big. (Oh stop it, you're making me blush!) Thx for the review!**

**_MaximumRide159_- Ooh, oh... Well, you're gonna have to wait, I'm afraid... Don't know how long it'll be... Because... It totally doesn't happen approximately 30 chapters later... Please don't kill me...! 'Runs away, terrified' XD By the way, thanks a ton for the review!**

**Also, thanks to all you lovely peeps- I love you! DRAGONITES UNITE!**

**o-o-o**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**Chapter 15: Hell to your Doorstep**

Silus laughed, as he ran out of his house. He sprinted towards the fields, heading for the forest.

About a week and a half had passed since he had met the second known Night Fury, Aurora. Well, at least, in his knowledge.

Everyone (on Berk, as of now) else still believed Toothless was the only one; some had even made the depressing, but awfully believable claim that the stunning species was now extinct. As he giddily laughed again, he knew better, and had living proof that was his best friend.

Over the time, when he wasn't with the beautiful she-dragon, he had poured all his spare time into learning all he could about Toothless the Night Fury.

It had been rather hard, considering how sensitive the topic was now. Sick in his stomach, he truly wished he had taken the time to get to know them...

What I wouldn't do to meet them. He grudgingly mourned, as he ducked under a tree, and grinned like a fool. He had reached the cove in record time, and funny enough, this was the _exact_ place Hiccup and Toothless had met and bonded- oh, the irony.

He weaved his way into the entrance, excitedly jumping as he broke out of the tough pull of the vines.

Looking around, he sighed. He couldn't see the blue dragoness anywhere, she must have gone fishing, perhaps flying, but deep down, he knew she didn't like flying on her own, without him, or well, doing anything. He knew from her despaired and disappointed looks on her gorgeous face, every time he hugged her goodbye. She would often follow him to the outskirts of the village when it was night, then slip away back into the forest.

A week ago, when he couldn't find her, and she wasn't so close to his heart, he had been sure she had left him. He had cried, and then she came back, whimpering and licking him.

He smiled at the memory, about to walk over to the lake and sit down to wait, when he heard the heavenly, lovely, and familiar coo of the purple-blue dragon. He barely had time to turn around, as he was tackled by Aurora. She roared as he laughed, looking at him under her claws.

"Ok, you got me- Aurora! Tha... Tickles!"

She chortled, continuously nuzzling his belly, and licking his nose. Eventually, he wriggled out her grip, and ran around her, throwing his body over her back. She roared, tail wagging.

Silus grinned, letting himself fall back to earth. Reaching up to scratch her thick neck, he sighed. "Sorry, girl, but it's broad daylight, there's a border patrol going on, and the village is bustling the most I have ever seen... Whether it's enjoyed or not without Hiccup and Toothless, they're celebrating Bork Week soon. I think everyone's at the markets getting their dinner supplies ready for the week."

Aurora looked at him, seemingly ignorant of the variables as she hung her tongue loose out her gummy smile. Making her hilarious goofy face, she tried to wane him out of their safety times.

He gave her a look, putting his hands on his hips. "Which means no flying."

Aurora immediately slumped, pouting. Her simply stunning wings drooped by her sides, heavy with the weight of disappointment. Silus simply looked down at his boots, wishing they could fly, too. If he really took all details into account, she _could _fly on her own, but without him... And according to her face when he suggested it, that wasn't much fun any more, apparently (which didn't come as a big surprise in the least).

Instead, they settled for a couple games of tag, and a satisfyingly good lunch of fresh fish, consisting of ninety for her, and two for him. He had her light him a fire, after all, he couldn't eat raw, and thankfully, mercifully, she seemed to understand that pretty well, which once again proved she was truly as intelligent as Night Furies were said to be. Something odd he noticed about it too, was that the fish was much more nicer and sweeter than normal. He guessed it was because of her Plasma Blast- yes, it was Plasma Blast, wasn't it? As she lit a ring on the ground for her to have their nap on, he confirmed it to himself.

He stretched, lazily walking over to the dragon. He sat down beside the flying reptile, her pleasant heat and wing providing shade giving him luxury. He sighed, relaxing against her smooth scaly side, her leathery wing above his head.

This was their 'routine' now, when he came during the day after he had done his chores. Play, eat, rest and nap, play some more or take a walk, eat, then take a afternoon flight.

If he was lucky and his parents, a, weren't in the house, b, went to bed early, or c, were away, he stayed the night with her. Their afternoon flight would be followed by a play, a rest, and then a long, peaceful nightly flight... Then they would sleep, and he would return the next day.

"Ah... This is the life, don't you agree, girl?" He asked, resting his head against her strong shoulder blades. She hummed her consent, bringing her neck around so her head lay at his feet. He stroked her gently, over the spines and ear flaps. He loved the way her scales felt under his fingers, warm and smooth, and he couldn't help but marvel how they shimmered and shined in the sun.

Silus was just about to close his eyes and fall into the depths of sleep, when he paused. Aurora growled, the vibrations running through her stiffened body.

"Aurora? What is it?" He sat up, concerned. He looked around the cove, seeing nothing but scenery and her... He continued to ask her what was wrong, but all she said was grr, growl, and more growls. Oh, and the occasional hiss.

He grabbed her wing, trying to get her attention. "Please, girl? What is it? Tell me!"

Alright, now that one was a bit fuzzy. The whole telepathic connection was the biggest mystery he had ever encountered in his life. She was able to say each their names, and once she managed to say 'yes', and he could of sworn she had said 'no' once, too. And, for some reason, she could also say 'pickle-ball'...

He had no idea why she could say that, but he didn't dare question it. She was still a lethal, fire breathing winged reptile; one that also was one of, if not the, most dangerous dragon species known to vikings.

So yeah, he didn't exactly expect her to respond. But she usually could just say things and emotions with body language, so she didn't really need to.

_Although_, he supposed, being able to _tell_ your rider _what's_ the _issue_, _MIGHT_ come in handy...

Suddenly, he heard a loud shriek split the air, and he felt jaws close around the back of his tunic and throw him onto a scaly back.

Landing with a _oof_, he blinked and shook his head, eyes widening as he watched Aurora's wings spread. A powerful jump of her back legs was all it took, and they were airborne. Normally, he loved flying, but this... This was terrifying.

Screaming, as her wings pounded against the wind, they rigorously climbed higher and higher.

Oo-oOo-oO

Stoick stomped through the village, really wishing the day would just end. With his problems, would be nice, too.

It was already an hour past noon, and he still had tons to do.

First, he had to solve _another_ argument between Gulnar and Hagard, then he had to go to the docks to repair someone's boat, and as if that wasn't enough building for one day, he had a hole in Sven's roof to fix. Later In the afternoon, he had to deal with the Twin's yack-tipping, and he was pretty sure Mulch had said something about how all of their fishing nets were missing- which was also, most likely, the work of the Twins. Then, somehow during the evening, he would have to make a saddle for a new dragon.

With a lump in his throat, he accidently realised most of the issues were all things to A, do with the Twins, or B, do with dragons... All things Hiccup would of done.

It had been three weeks since his son's abrupt and tragic death, but it still hurt. Even with his reunited wife, it was still a living nightmare to go about his everyday life. Every time he saw the Dragon Riders, or a dragon, for that matter, he would be reminded. Most of the times he was in the Forge, he could only bite back tears as he remembered his deceased son...

A growl woke him up from his trance, and he looked down, confused, only to see his dragon, looking remorseful as he did every time he saw that face, Thornado.

He had never expected Thornado to come back. But according to Valka, it wasn't too surprising, and the fact that the Thunderdrum had been bonded to him only made it even more likely. Apparently, a Thunderdrum usually leaves its home to raise its young, but when they were old enough, and the dragonets could defend themselves in crisis, they would return to their old home which would usually be a lot more dangerous than the other.

So all in all, he could understand why his first dragon came back. At first, no one knew what to do. Skullcrusher had been awkward for ages...

And had started spending time with Eret, Son of Eret. Eventually, Stoick decided to leave Skullcrusher with Eret, to have a life of thrill and adventure. Thornado had gladly taken up as his dragon, and Bing, Bam and Boom now resided on Berk, working with the Dragon Riders at the Academy and basically whenever and wherever they could.

Despite all this, he still grieved. He probably would until the day he died.

Because he had failed...

Failed to protect his son, his only son... His Hiccup.

_His Hiccup_.

Oo-oOo-oO

"AURORA!" He screeched, desperately clinging onto her neck for dear life. He watched with horror, as his fingers started to slip, and he tried to grab her with his knees, to no avail. "-Aurora, I-I'm slipping!"

She looked back at him, panicked, her pupils small and terrified. He stared back, confused and scared by her uncharacteristic expression.

He yelled at her, and she flew higher. Just as she seemed to start slowing, her screams tore through the air, and she was thrown through the air- looking over her neck, his blue eyes widened at the sight of a huge black creature, blood covering its talons. Aurora spiralled through the air, roaring, as he desperately tried to get hold of her back. The creature dove towards them, snapping and screeching.

Trying not to look at the horrifying abomination of a creature, only a snap away from killing them, he searched for words, but found none, only screams.

He looked down, and his heart nearly stopped.

_Oh no_, were the last words to run through his mind, as all went black, with a sickening snap, and a echoing thud.

Oo-oOo-oO

"I'm telling you, it was a Night Fury! It carried the poor boy away, allowing it to be murdered by another one! EVIL, pure evil, I'm telling you!"

Stoick, Valka and Gobber stormed into the situation, and immediately groaned.

They should of known- only one man on Berk could make those type of claims and insults.

Mildew.

How the man was still alive after all the years, they would never figure out, but he was. And Thor, was he worse than ever.

Ever since Hiccup had died, Mildew had been the worst thing in existence next to the tragedy. Even worse, were his claims. As if the subject wasn't touchy enough, he had branded Toothless as 'evil' and 'truly the offspring of death', much to the disgust of everyone- especially Hiccup's parents.

"Mildew, have I not made my threats clear?!" The chief snarled, striding up to his face with fury in his eyes and trembling, balled fists.

Spitelout walked up slowly, not wanting to make any sudden moves around the some what re-awakened 'vintage' Stoick the Vast. These days, it was impossible to tell what he would do. "Well, Stoick... Mildew here," he growled at that last part, "Has been claiming he saw a Night Fury killing a child in the air, off in the distance."

Most of the gathered crowd were fuming with rage by now, weapons on hand.

The dragons, clearly agitated, were following suite- Nadders had spines ready to fire, Nightmare had flickers of flame all over their body, and Zippleback heads were sparking and gassing. Even the usually non-intimidating Terrible Terrors had their teeth bared.

"But didn't _anyone_ see?! It was an onslaught of black and re-" He was stopped cold, as a hand wrapped around his throat, lifting him into the air.

Stoick glared, his cold eyes bearing into the old man's soul.

"SAY THAT AGAIN, I _DARE_ YOU."

When he got no reply, he simply looked on for a moment, then dropped Mildew to the ground, turning around on his heel sharply. "If you value your life, you will _NEVER_ say such things again."

And with that, he stormed off.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N: **

**Alright, I admit it. I'm guilty. 'Puts hands up'**

**Yeah, I'm so sorry for the lack of updates, guys, but now it's holidays, and you should see a massive barrage of updates within the next two weeks, especially for this fanfiction, which I think is starting its prime. **

**Now, I don't really have anything to say, so... Hold on, let me find something to tell you... **

**Oh. I 'renovated' my room. Well, not really. Just gave it a huge clean, sorted some stuff out, moved the furniture, changed the lining on my bed- And ooh, I have a new bed frame! It's actually really nice. I love my room now!**

**Well, that's it for now, guys, have a nice day! **

**PS- What do you guys think of the new Summary and Story Cover? Like it? 'Puppy eyes' (Any ideas of who's eye that's supposed to be?)**

**Quick Reminder: If you know/have read/etc my fanfiction, 'Reckless or Selfless?', just the reminder it is now complete and finished. Also, if you can spare a minute or so to complete the Poll (naming the Deathsong) on my Profile Page, you get extra virtual cookies and hugs. :)**

**COOKIESS! HUGSSSSSSSS! JUST SAW BATMAN V SUPERMAN IN CINEMAS!**

**Crystallion12.**


	17. Chapter 16-The Cruelty of Queen Scarlet

This is War

'A How To Train Your Dragon Fanfiction'

**RATED – T – Contains: Strong Violence, War Themes, Blood and Gore, Mild Language, Mild Adult Themes.**

**GENRE - Dark themed – Fantasy / Adventure [Action]**

**SUMMARY – ****They thought he was dead. As the Scarlet Queen began her reign of terror, all seemed lost, the light sucked into the dark, freedom never to be felt again... But he's coming to end the fight. Darkness shall cower, as a dragon blacker than night, upon his back a man with wings, returns. And he cries out the warning, to the good and the evil... This is War.**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**IMPORTANT NOTICE: I currently have a Poll on my Profile Page. It Is for 'Reckless or Selfless?' and is about naming the Deathsong. **

**o-o-o**

**SHOUTOUTS:**

**_RUBYJEMS_- Haha, Lol. I don't actually like pickles, I've never tried them- but you should know, Pickle-ball is a thing, seriously, look it up, and you'll see it yourself. Apparently, if I remember correctly, it's like an outdoor tennis, I think. **

**_Enderrider_- Thanks! Reviews are my fuel, and they keep me going! Aww, ok, I'm being serious now, stop being so nice! I'M BLUSHHHIIIIINNNNGGGGG! Will do, and I think it's starting to get serious now...**

**_MaximumRide159_- WELL, there is my issue of torturing our favourite fictional characters, killing characters, being gruesomely violent with the characters, making tons of Ocs... Nuuuu! Don;t hurt me! That's what Queen Scarlet does... 'Gasp' NOO! YOU ARE QUEEN SCARLET! NUUUUUUUUUU! XD (Thx for the review)**

**[This is long- that's why it's last on here] **

**_Pietersielie_- Oh boy. 'Takes a deep breath' You've officially written the longest review on one of my stories... So hold on tight. Firstly, thank you so much for the review, and the time you took to write it all- I'm really happy you've followed me this far, as it is technically my first story. ROS may have been completed first, but the TIW AU is going to be _huge_. I won't say much to avoid spoilers, but there is a lot more of this AU in the making... A LOT. This is serious now. **

**I know it's confusing, and it's fine to think that, pal. Call me evil, but you could actually say that's what I WANT. The build of this story is designed to keep the reader mystified, and get them thinking. Keep them curious and excited. Because of this, I make sure the chapters and characters are interesting enough, and my grammar is good enough to make you amazing guys want to read. **

**Being the holidays, chapters are very more likely, and updates, much sooner. I'm hoping to actually have TIW completed by the end of the year. And yes, Hiccup is very confused... And he's gonna be for a good while. They all are. XD**

**Oh my gosh guys, you're amazing! 4 reviews in one chapter!**

**Also, thanks to all you lovely peeps- I love you! DRAGONITES UNITE!**

**o-o-o**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**Chapter 16: The Cruelty of Queen Scarlet**

"Uhh... Ow... Wha..." Silus blinked, everything aching. He looked down, and immediately regretted it.

They were thousands of feet above a blood red ocean.

Why it was red, he had no idea, but, he surely had something to say...

"AHHHHHH!" He screamed until his throat scratched, clutching onto whatever was even holding him. A minute later, he realised it was a talon, scaly and wrinkly-like. The claw was wrapped under his waist, cold and painful, digging into his skin through the fabric.

He looked up, and instantly recoiled in fear.

Silus was being carried by a massive winged beast, which looked more bird-like than dragon.

Whatever it was, it was not friendly-looking, or acting, apparently.

It was about two times the size of a Typhoomerang, with a long, thin neck, and a grotesque head. It had a thick, wrinkly like hide, greyish black in colour. Its wings, and down its underbelly, it had a tint of brown, reflecting in the faint light of the sunset. It had a long tail, with a few large spines at the end. The wings were huge, and from his estimate, probably three times the length of the menacing beast, from snout to tail-tip. He couldn't see its head well, but remembering correctly, it had two beady eyes on wide set, and a beak-like snout, with two nostrils; oh, and LOTS of sharp, dangerous teeth, with a forked blue tongue.

Just on its underbelly and talons, he could see plenty of scars. Some old, some new. A lot of them looked quite scary, and were probably deep in their time. Gods, there was even dried blood on its talons...

The blood of a dragon... His dragon... Aurora.

Suddenly remembering his only friend, the 'last' Night Fury, whom he had named Aurora, he desperately thrashed in the beast's grasp, trying to see his dragon. For a split second, he feared the worst, and that this bloody beast had killed her. He slumped in relief, as a weak roar answered him. Now that he looked, every now and then when the beast flapped, he could see a flash of blue on the other side- probably In this creature's claws.

Silus looked at the animal again, wondering if it was a dragon. If it was... Well, if it was a dragon, it wasn't a documented species in the least.

And with how dangerous it was, and how easily it took his poor Aurora down...

It should be.

Also, since when did he call Aurora his own...?

Oo-oOo-oO

Silus and Aurora woke up to the sound of a agitated roar, and they opened their eyes to see the creature had dropped them onto a cold, slippery floor, in a large black room.

Sitting up without a word, he placed a hand on Aurora's neck, trying not to feel the dried blood. The weakened, normally elegant and happy Night Fury was shaking and trembling, and how he hated it. Oh, when he got his hands on that wrinkly menace of a bitch...

Well, he couldn't right now.

The beast had left the room, through what looked like the only door In the whole place.

Speaking of which, he took the time to study his surroundings, which honestly wasn't much. The floor was slippery and smooth, not any type of stone or mineral he had ever seen or heard of. It was pitch black, as were the walls. Tentatively sliding over to one, he ran his fingers over the nearest wall, and found it had a similar texture, if a bit rougher.

The only actual piece of furniture in the room was a strange, almost creepy torch on the wall. It wasn't like anything he had ever seen before, rather, it didn't look like it could actually exist.

A black metal handle was built into the wall, and there was a floating, blue and purple glowing orb on top. It was encased in a clear glass container, that was shaped to look like the head of a dragon with open jaws, the fire inside looking like a fireball.

He snorted, admitting it was rather clever looking. Looking to the opposite wall, he spotted another one, precisely identical. Whoever, or whatever, had made these, was talented as- he doubted even _Gobber_ could make something even _close_ to the masterpieces.

Just as he was about to go over and inspect that too, he heard a whimper, and he spun around to see Aurora, wide pupils pleading for him.

Heart now melted, Silus rushed over, slipping in the process, and crumpled beside her. He whispered soft words to her, trying to hush her to sleep. He stroked the side of her triangular face, just the way she liked it. She hummed in pleasure, but ultimately refused to fall asleep, fixated on protecting her precious rider from the Queen.

Oo-oOo-oO

Oh yes, she knew about their captors, and who wanted them- as for why... Well, she wasn't too sure on that one.

Wrapping her tail around him, she shivered. It was cold in here.

She knew what that creature was, and Thor, she could smack Silus for his stupidity (although he obviously wouldn't know)- it was _not_ a dragon. In fact, it shouldn't even _exist any more._

The Lethrblaka, the full-grown forms of the Ra'zac, (who were in the same state) were meant to be extinct- according to legend, Eragon Shadeslayer, and his dragon Saphira, had killed the last of them during the Rider War, hundreds of millennia ago.

Apparently, though, they weren't... So was this land the one they came from? She honestly didn't know. After all, she was _only_ a Night Fury, nothing special in the eyes of true power...

So what did the Queen want with her? Her rider?

The door swung open, a guard standing in place with his weapon pointed at ready. "The Queen wishes to see you. Refuse, and you will be killed."

Well, apparently she was going to get her answer...

She just hoped Silus didn't say something they would both regret.

Oo-oOo-oO

When the guard had said 'Queen' he had no idea what to expect. A posh woman, clad in gorgeous tight robes...

Not a enormous, absolutely terrifying, blood red dragon.

Squeaking and shaking like a leaf, both Night Fury and Viking looked up at the huge beast, inspecting her golden claws.

Despite being terrified, he noticed her almost peculiar appearance.

She had gold, delicate chain necklaces around her neck, silver bands around her paw, and jewel-like rings on her talons on each paw- emerald, sapphire and opal on her left, and amethyst ring on her right talon to the far left of her paw.

Her scales, crimson as blood, glittered and shone like rubies, in the pale, blue light of the ominous, some-how-possible-to-exist torches, and her claws and sharp spines were gold. Her menacing, cold (despite being a warm colour) eyes were a hot orange, her pupils in calm, collected slits. On her eye ridges, he could see small gold studs, and black little spikes which he presumed were also jewellery.

She lowered her head towards them, her eyes now annoyed and bored. "Well, this is disappointing."

Silus screamed, shocked. She had talked! In perfect Norse!

"Oh, don't be so squeamish, you. It's just a dragon talking. Oh, wait, I forgot!" She crowed in a mocking tone. "Dragons these days can't speak! Oh, what a bummer..."

She whipped her head up, eyes locking onto the two nearest guards. "I thought you said it was them!"

One lifted his hands in the air, sweating. "Well, we never said it was the right colour... But it IS a Night Fury! With a rider!" He desperately tried to reason. Unable to find more words, he pinched the other guard, gesturing to the huge monster.

"Uhh..." The second started. "Ye-Yeah! A Night Fury! And... Um..." The guard looked over to Silus and Aurora, still petrified in place. "A nice... Looking... Night Fury! Yeah! It's extra rare!"

The dragon inspected the pair, her narrow eyes running all over them.

"Yes, very rare..." She mused, and the guards momentarily slumped in relief. "Not."

Guard one looked up, frozen. "B-B-B-But I-It's BLUE! And purple! I thought-"

Her necklaces clinking as she swivelled her neck around, she hissed. "Don't try and sound smart, you two maggots. I know much more about the Night Furies than you EVER will. She's not rare, she's just not BLACK. And if you don't know, that means she's malformed." The dragon spat a ember at them, setting one's arm on fire. The man, screaming in agony, ran off, as Silus and Aurora looked on in horror.

"Oh, dear." Scarlet drawled. "Well, he's dead." As if on cue, there was a sickening scream, and the sound of flesh burning... And a thunk that echoed through halls. "What a pity-" She said, inspecting her other paw, tilting it, watching her scales shimmer with the light and movement. "-I did like shutting him up... Then again, he always did have a horrible voice... Or was that Guard 1872? I can't remember such nonsense."

Turning her attention back to the Dragon and Rider, she grinned.

"Now, while you do look funny-" She pointed at Aurora, and Silus glared. "-You still are a Night Fury. Now, that alone isn't really exciting."

Silus frowned- what did she know about Night Furies? Did she know where they were?

Her gaze flickered to Silus. "Having a Rider is another story. So, boy, what is your name? And don't try to make a fake one. It's absolutely pointless."

The young viking bit his lip- did he really want to tell this dragon his name...? Then again, he didn't really have a choice. By now, it was probably name or die. He looked at Aurora, letting her know, with his gaze that she didn't make any sudden moves.

"Silus." He said, trying to make his voice non-shaky and cowardly. He didn't want this beast thinking he was scared of her.

But, it was probably a bit too late to say that.

"Ah..." She said. "Interesting name. A lot better than _Hiccup_."

Both dragon and Rider froze- how did she know? Wait... Was she associated with Drago Bludvist? What about the dead Alpha? And, at that very moment, he looked at her claws.

Oh no.

This was NOT good.

Oo-oOo-oO

"Deathstar, keep it quiet..." Drago growled, looking around the hall. Empty.

Perfect.

He crept down, his Skulblaka (**[2]**) creeping behind him, its jaws only inches away from his rider- any one who tried to stop them had a date with those babies.

The Skulblaka's black scales glimmered in the light of the Erisdar**[1]**, his blood red eyes flickering from side to side. This may be their only shot at escaping, and they didn't want it ruined. He had to be on his best, with all his senses intact.

Passing by a group of guards, they tried to pull off a cover. Standing up straight, dragon and rider pretended to be on their way to the Throne Room, considering it was on their path.

Thankfully, even when Drago grabbed his sword's hilt in hesitance, the guards didn't pay them much attention, although one or two backed up a little, clearly terrified. They were probably new. As they continued on their path, Deathstar thought about it- it wasn't exactly unusual for them to be walking around at this time, but still, it was odd behaviour for them. Unless they were called by the Queen, or were on a mission, they were just in their room, probably doing nothing.

_Well, that was close_. Deathstar hissed to his companion, who only gave him a worried look and a grunt.

_Tell me about it_. Drago replied. _Actually, no, don't. I hate this place. And its guards_. After a moment, he turned his attention back to the path ahead. _Just keep walking... Once we're free, we can talk all we want_.

The huge black dragon nodded, his tail swishing back and forth. They were nearly at the doorway, and to be honest, he had never been so happy to see the large exit.

Drago pushed it open slightly, peering outside. Thankfully, it was duty swap time, and there were very few guards on watch- which translated into, not enough guards to notice a pitch black dragon sneaking away with his rider.

But, it also meant they had to be quick. They had to get away now, else they wouldn't, ever. And if the Queen figured out they were even considering escape... Well, she wouldn't be very happy.

Climbing onto Deathstar's back, Drago settled into the saddle, quickly slipping his legs into the bands.

"Come on, boy." He whispered, patting the excited dragon's neck. Finally, they would be free! Giving the dragon a small squeeze with his ankles, Deathstar pushed open the doors, leaping into the air joyously. Stealthily gliding through the air, he lowered himself so he hovered over the dark abyss.

They hadn't been noticed.

One minute passed. Two minutes, and they were past the guards at the gate post. Three minutes. Four minutes. Five. Six. Seven.

They were fre-

"And, just where do you think YOU'RE going?!"

Deathstar spun around, his heart dropped to the pit of his empty stomach.

Flying right behind them, was the raging, crimson figure of Queen Scarlet. Three armoured dragons were flying in formation behind her. He recognised them from the patrol...

The patrol who had reported them heading that direction...

Which they weren't supposed to be doing...

Oo-oOo-oO

Drago and Deathstar walked behind Scarlet, heads drooped._ I'm sorry_... Drago said softly to his dragon, in a tone many wouldn't think possible from a man like him. Only to his soul-mate did Drago give his heart.

_It's not your fault... I don't blame you_. Deathstar responded, his tail and wings dragging on the floor.

They followed their ruler, only recently ascended to Queen of Dragons. The mate of the Alpha, who she reaped and killed. Which, of course, was just SO _noble_ and _majestic_. _Totally _how the Circle of Life worked.

Dragon and rider spent the rest of the journey in silence, until they reached the doors they both feared; the doors to the Torture Chamber.

"So," Queen Scarlet hissed, turning to face them. "Who's idea was this? Yours?" She glared accusingly at Deathstar, who was about to respond, when his rider interrupted.

"It was mine!" Drago burst, and she looked at him in anger.

"Well... That's even worse, but I guess you deserve the brunt, any way. Congratulations, Drago Bludvist-" She hissed, as the guards stepped forward, and grabbed Deathstar, holding him back with black chains. The Skulblaka whimpered and reached out with his talons in desperation, but knew better than to fight.

Scarlet's eyes narrowed. "For rudely my little conversation with our new guests, and trying to foolishly escape..." She grinned sickly, pushing open the doors with her tail as she spoke. Drago cringed, and Deathstar roared in fury.

"You get to go first."

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N: **

**Wow, 3000 words, this one. I never intended it to be this long... This is exactly why I don't set a particular word count for chapters and stories. **

**None the less, I hope you guys enjoyed! **

**I must say, I'm quite impressed with this chapter myself. I think I did a good job, but that's just my opinion. **

**Of everything, I personally say that Queen Scarlet got the most love- Err... Evil... Here. **

**I guess, I think her character's starting to unravel a bit more, and honestly, the same could be said for Drago and Deathstar, his dragon. I actually have loosely based the two of Thorn and Murtagh in the Inheritance Cycle- but I won't say anything there, because I don't want to spoil it for any of you who want to read it, or are right now... **

**(WARNING, THIS IS CRYSTAL GUSHING AND FANGIRLING- PROCEED WITH CAUTION) If you haven't, I EXTREMELY recommend you do. Without sounding too much like a business or Ad lady, I'll just say, that if you are into magic, or dragons, it's for you. Also, if you are liking this story, GO READ IT. JUST READ IT. I WILL SAY NOTHING MORE. IT IS THE REASON I LOVE DRAGONS SO MUCH. Well, that and Toothless. **

**So, without further ado... **

**Crystallion12.**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**References-**

**[1] - Erisdar- From the Inheritance Cycle. Minor changes were made to it, but it still holds the 'flameless lantern' trait that was used by both Elves and Dwarves.**

**[2] – Skulblaka- The immortal dragons. Also from the Inheritance Cycle. The word 'dragon' in the Ancient language, literally translating into 'scale-flapper'. (I recommend you remember this- it is constantly used through out the entire AU, as well as Shur'tugal [Dragon Rider]. )**
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**Oo-oOo-oO**

**Chapter 17: Confessions.**

_2 months later..._

He thought Asgard was warm. And it wasn't even summer yet.

It had been around two months since they had 'ascended' to Asgard, the city of the Gods, and they had pretty much gotten to know Aloysius, his 'caretaker', and his dragon, Crimseara.

Toothless walked beside Hiccup, watching the people of the grand city walking around in their everyday activities. When they saw the two, they would smile, wave, and some would even come over and bow.

The young man knew why they bowed, and they did too. His destiny heavily influenced their lives, and well, that was enough for anyone to bow down.

Hiccup was on his way to his room, to have a bit of a nap, before they left.

He didn't know too much about where they were going, only that it was called 'Draconis Anscesora' otherwise known as 'The City of Angels and Dragons'. He had actually heard the majority of things about it from Aloysius, who said it was where he lived. Apparently, they would love it there, but Hiccup wasn't overly convinced.

His home was on Berk, and he doubted that would EVER change.

But, if he wanted them to be save, he would have to get used to a new life. New friends. A new Toothless. And a new him.

They were what terrified him; not the fact he was going to a gigantic city, filled with huge fire-breathing reptiles and dragon-winged witches and sorcerers- no, he was worried about him and Toothless.

He could make new friends- in fact, that would be the easy part, apparently.

Hiccup didn't want to change. He liked who he was, what he did, how he looked- to be honest, he didn't know how to change. And Toothless, by the stars (**[1]**)... Toothless.

Toothless was his best friend, and he had always known Toothless the way he was. Apparently, it was just a few physical changes, and some training; the same went for him, if a bit more extreme. But he didn't want any of that. He did not.

But Hiccup was convinced he didn't have a choice. It was his destiny... And destiny was VERY hard to change. He, was not. At least, that's what Thor said...

That meeting had actually gone smoother than Hiccup could have ever imagined. In fact, they were already friends. Shockingly enough, he was friends with basically everyone. The people. The dragons. The gods.

It was shocking, and no one blamed him.

That was another thing; while it was strange, everyone was so understanding, patient, and welcoming; well, some looked a bit expectant at times, but apparently that was normal.

He sighed, and jumped in his skin, realising they had reached the hall. They walked inside, Toothless trailing after him. Reaching his room, Hiccup looked back at his dragon, who was sat outside. The dragon would probably go off and nap with the others. He bade his dragon goodbye, giving him a scratch and a smile, before closing the door behind him.

The young man flopped on the bed, staring at the ceiling. It was strange, not having the Night Fury in his room when he slept. But, that was mainly because of the dragon's size.

Ever since they had came here, Hiccup had noticed quite a few changes in Toothless; according to Aloysius, now that he was eating the right, proper Dragon food, such as proper meats and larger stock, as well as certain foods and liquids, he could develop into his 'true form'. When the man had said that, Hiccup had immediately thought to when he said 'a few physical changes', which helped his understanding. One of those things, apparently, was his dragon's size- since they had arrived, Toothless had grown considerably, growing the size in two months that usually took a year. Apparently, being a dragon with such a big destiny, he needed to be big too- this aspect, Hiccup wasn't too bothered by, in full honesty.

He just hoped when this was all over, the bond they shared would still be as strong as ever.

Oo-oOo-oO

Stretching his legs, Hiccup walked down the path to the Hall, more than ready for dinner.

Hearing a swoosh of wings, he looked to his shoulder, and grinned.

Two Deadly Nadders followed Toothless in the air, who was running, courtesy of his prosthetic tail-fin. Toothless bounded over with a happy roar, bouncing around him.

"Hey Bud!" Hiccup laughed, the dragon standing on his hind legs and roaring joyously. The two Nadders landed, squawking playfully. Hiccup watched as his dragon ran over, batting his paw at one. The purple and yellow one swished his tail, and ran in a circle, taunting the Night Fury to chase him.

Hiccup continued on his path, the three dragons playing close to him. They eventually reached the central plaza, where the citizens were walking to and fro, chatting as children played and chased each other. There were a bunch of dragon hanging around, mostly playing with the kids, and getting pampered and petted by the people, happily making fusses over them. He could even spot a few animals here and there- he could see a cheetah laying by a man's feet, purring and getting love and attention from two young girls, a rhino there, a parrot on a shoulder, even a group of wolves.

That probably confused him the most. Despite not being from the Viking Archipelago, not even close, there were still tons of exotic animals around. Just the other day, he saw what was apparently called a 'kangaroo'. No one really knew much about the animal, but apparently it was from very, VERY far away.

People and animals alike turned, and happily greeted Hiccup and Toothless as they entered. A horse trotted up to Hiccup, a bunch of kiddos played around Toothless' feet- at one stage, a parrot landed on the Rider's shoulder and started rubbing its head against him.

Hiccup loved everyone here, and the dragons even more so. To think that they had been at war with the amazing creatures, while up in the heavens, the Asgardians were dancing with Nadders and rolling around with Raincutters in the mud. It honestly made him sick to the stomach to think about it that way, so he tried not to think about it.

"Why, hello Elisbeth- oh, you too, Greggory..." Hiccup waved at an elderly couple, that would often sit in the Hall, telling people of stories of old. His personal favourites were about the ancient dragons- one of his absolute favourite tales had to be 'The Battle of Nine Alphas' where nine of the greatest dragon species battled, and one won, becoming the Alpha. It was quite fascinating, really. Toothless would always jump for joy when he heard it, and would occasionally sit at the front with the little kids, adorable as can be.

He gently stroked the back of the blue parrot's head, before it jumped onto his raised finger, where he flew off with a happy squawk. He smiled fondly, always liking that bird.

"Come on, Bud." He called, and the Night Fury padded over, cooing. "I'm hungry..." With a snort, the Night Fury gave him a gummy grin and a nod, offering his back. Climbing on, Hiccup smiled sadly at the crowd's disappointed sighs.

"Ok, fine." He said, gaining their attention. "If you want, one of these days, we'll all sit down and I'll share some stories, alright?" At that, the crowd cheered happily, and started dispersing. Hiccup sighed, rolling his eyes. These guys could make him do anything...

They flew off into the sunset, heading for the Hall.

By the stars, was he hungry...

Oo-oOo-oO

"Man, am I stuffed..." Hiccup looked to Aloysius sat beside him, watching the play on stage. The man chuckled, turning his gaze down at the young Dragon Rider.

"Well, you did eat a lot. Which Is a good thing... Do you even know how skinny you are? As in, health-concerning skinny, not I-amen't-fat skinny?"

"Wow, Alois. That's a great way to say it."

Aloysius snorted. "Eh... Gets the message across. But I'm being serious here."

Hiccup looked at the table, sighing. "Yeah, I know. I've never been a big eater. When I was younger, I pretty much _didn't_ eat altogether. No one really questioned it at the time..." Aloysius stared harder, compassionately firm, as he usually looked in a touchy conversation. "I guess..." Hiccup started, searching for the words.

"You were depressed?"

Hiccup blinked, turning to Aloysius, shocked. "How... I'm not..."

The dragon-winged man touched his hand and gently lowered his chin, looking him in the eyes.

"Trust me, Hiccup. I know when someone's depressed... I've been there, too. You're upset about Berk, aren't you?" Aloysius was met with silence, and he rested his hand on the smaller.

"Look, I know you're grieving. And that's ok, and I understand. We all do... And we're all here to listen, ok? I'm not going to judge you. I don't care what anyone else says, because I know you. You can tell me whatever you want, and sure, if its something hilariously embarrassing, I _might_ laugh, but in the end, it's not going to change what I think of you. It might be horrifying bad, and it might waver my trust or belief in you, but it's in the past. And I believe in second chances, and change."

Hiccup blinked, tears in his eyes. He didn't want to cry. Not here, not now...

"Oh. And, it's alright to cry. Everyone does it at one stage. Everyone. Even Odin."

"What?" Hiccup looked at him, his voice trembling and thick. Aloysius smiled reassuringly, spreading one wing to rest it over Hiccup's shoulder.

"Everyone. Everyone hurts someday, and there's nothing you can do about it. All you can do, is find out what went wrong, and do everything in your power to stop it, and make the pain go away. You find the ones who care about you, and you console in them. If they're not there, you find someone else."

Hiccup looked down, tears blurring his vision. Oh, it hurt so much. He had kept it inside for now, but looking on it now, hearing his words...

"You remind me of my Dad..." He mumbled quietly, half-wishing Aloysius didn't hear his words. But he must of, because he recoiled slightly, then lifted his chin again. He nodded slightly, gently rubbing his nose against his, foreheads gently touching.

"I'm afraid I can't be your father, Hiccup..." He gently pulled the Rider into his arms, wrapping his bright red wings around the adolescent. "But I can be there for you. Ok? I'm not leaving any time soon, and when we get to the City, you'll see me a lot. I may not be genetically your father, but It won't stop me from being in that role."

Hiccup sniffled, gently leaning into his caretaker. "Thank you..." He said softly, shuffling closer. He closed his eyes, tempted to fall asleep. Aloysius chuckles, obviously getting the message. "My pillow..."

Shaking his head, Aloysius looked up, seeing a few had walked over, clearly worried for Hiccup.

"He's ok." Aloysius reassured them. "I've got him." The citizens smiled, giving him nods of thank and appreciation as they went back to their own seats to watch the play.

When he looked back down, he wasn't completely surprised to find Hiccup had fallen asleep, his breathing and expression peaceful, head slumped against his chest. With a sigh, he spotted Toothless at the front of the crowd, laid down with about five children on his back as they watched the Poet on the stage desperately try and escape the soldiers. Laughing, he looked down at Hiccup, and then to a nearby guard, watching the play more than the actual door.

"Could you tell Toothless I'm taking his rider to bed? Otherwise he'll probably panic when he realises his rider's missing."

The guard nodded, walking into the midst of the crowd.

Aloysius sighed, staring down at Hiccup lovingly. And his sister had always said he would never have a son... Well, she never said it had to be genetic...

…..Meh.

Oo-oOo-oO

Hiccup blinked blearily, lifting his head off his soft pillow. He didn't remember going to bed... _Aloysius probably brought me here after I fell asleep_... Coming to a valid conclusion, he looked around the dim room, lit only by the candle on his bedside table.

Unable to fall asleep, he got up, rubbing his eyes. He was in his sleeping tunic, at least. Trying not to dwell on the fact his caretaker probably undressed him, he shook it off.

Grabbing Inferno (which he re-made a month ago), he grabbed a cloak, knowing very well how cold it got on a night-time. It was kinda funny, considering it was usually quite hot during the day. Quickly jotting down a note which he left on his bed, he opened the door, stepping outside.

Closing the door behind him, he shivered. Slipping his cloak on, he peered up at the night sky through the glass roof. Only the middle chandelier was on, and the lights had been set to dim. Gazing at the stars, shining bright in the night sky, he sighed quietly. Aloysius, Crimseara and the Gods had forbade he and Toothless fly at night, for reasons they had each refused to go into. Although, he presumed it was safety. From what he could understand, it was probably because they wanted him to stay out of harm's path. Which he could understand, and he accepted. Who knew what was out here...

As he walked out the hall, he silently wondered why it was so dangerous- he didn't see anything that looked like it could harm him around here, except for the gods themselves, or the citizens- and even then, that didn't explain why he couldn't fly at night. He couldn't be sure, but hiccup had a nagging feeling it was something much, much bigger.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N: **

**Wow... I'm on fire. Not literally. It's kinda funny- because (at least mine does this) the Update Filter works in a way that it only comes up at the front every 24 hours, this has just increased in number and most of you guys probably didn't notice... Oh well. You just get extra chapters. XD**

**I should probably say this right now- while not necessarily 'religious' this fanfic will be getting tons of godly aspects. **

**Just now, I've done some research, and boy, did I just get an inspiration boost, or what! If you're wanting Norse mythology, you're gonna get it. **

**I'll just go ahead and put some pointers out, alright? Ok... Here we go... 'Deep breath'**

**Pretty much everything to do with Norse Mythology will be touched on/referenced/surrounded. **

**Subjects like the 'Nine Realms/Worlds' will be touched on most, especially the more hostile races. I can confirm there will be fanfics/references/aspects from these ones in particular- Vanaheim, Alfheim, Nidavellir, and of course, Midgard, and Asgard. Which actually only leaves Svartalfheim, Jotunheim, Muspelheim, and Niflheim. **

**Also, later on, there are going to be Pegasi (Pegasus)- now, they are from Greek Mythology. So, yes, not only are you getting a HttyD-altered-style history lesson, but you;re also going to get Greek Ones. Now, there will be references to some things in the 'Pegasus' Series by 'Kate o'Hearn' but the events will not be addressed, mainly because, well, this is Viking Era. There's no Emily Jacobs yet. XD**

**So basically, I'm going to be bringing this entire AU close to Norse Mythology, without turning it into a boring, unflattering history lesson. Of course, there's HttyD, which is excatly what's going to set it apart... And while I don't think Ragnarok is going to happen in the entire course of the AU, there will probably be references. **

**PS- Just a little heads-up, Raganarko will be touched on by Crystallion12, just not in this AU. Yes, there is going to be a Ragnarok, big-everyone-dies Ragnarok story. No idea when it's coming, but it's gonna be short and depressing. Just a little warning.**

**Well, before your brains explode from all the spoilers, I'm gonna sign out here... **

**ODIN FOREVER (Religion teacher glares at me) Oops... I'm catholic... Sorry. Don't say you believe in Odin at school, kiddos. **

**COOKIEZ AND HISTORYYY! **

**Crystallion12.**
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**Oo-oOo-oO**

**Chapter 18: Right and Wrong**

"WHAT?! HOW?"

Aloysius dipped his head, eyes closed in remorse.

"Odin, until now, much to my chagrin, I was not aware another Night Fury had bonded on Midgard." He paused, holding his own pretty well, considering the situation. "I was not even aware a Night Fury had emerged from hiding."

The Ruler of Asgard, the mighty God Odin, paced back and forth, clearly stressed. Most would be surprised to see such emotion from the God; he was always so calm, collected and prepared.

"Are you sure Scarlet has them?"

"Yes- it was your own men who reported it." He tilted his head. "Do you not believe in them?"

Odin grumbled, as his two black ravens squawked. "It wouldn't be the first time. You of all should know that, Shur'tugal."

Aloysius flinched. "What is in the past does not matter now, what is important here, is that they are rescued." Silence fell between them, and the Dragon Rider's wings fluttered in agitation at the God's hesitation.

"No, it's too risk-"

"RISKY?!" Aloysius snapped, wings flaring in rage. "You call that risky?! So, you'd rather have another Drago Bludvist to deal with?! Another over-powered Dragon Rider and Night Fury in her grasp?"

Odin whirled around, making sure to keep his distance. "I never said we should leave them!"

"Well, it kinda sounds like it!"

Odin leered. "Perhaps, I should of said this instead- we need to wait, until the DragonBorn is out of harm's way!" Silenced, Aloysius stood still. "If he finds out that this new Rider is from his home village,_ Berk_, riding a _Night Fury_, who knows how he'd react!"

"Very well, Odin... Forgive me for my outburst." Aloysius spread his wings slightly, as a sign of apology. The God nodded.

"Think nothing of it. I understand how you Riders feel about one another. You are dismissed."

Aloysius smiled and bowed politely. "Thank you for your time and understanding, Odin."

…..Little did they know, a certain Dragon Rider had been listening the whole time.

Oo-oOo-oO

Hiccup raced down the hall, heart pounding and head spinning.

Another Night Fury? Another Dragon Rider like him, from Berk? In Drago Bludvist's hands?!

He didn't know too much about this Dragon Rider, his dragon, whoever, or whatever this DragonBorn was, gods, he wasn't even sure what they were talking about with Drago and this 'Scarlet' person.

All he really knew, was that if this new rider and his dragon were with Drago Bludvist, it wasn't good.

Mainly because Drago was responsible for his death.

Oo-oOo-oO

Aurora lifted her head, hearing the sound of footsteps shuffling down the hall. As the door swung open, the guards threw her rider in, jeering like always. It had almost become routine, from the looks of it.

Well, she could have routine, too.

Hissing, she tried her best to kill them, as always. Her claws missed by only a inch, as they had ran away as soon as they heard her.

Roaring as they laughed, mocking her futile attempts of vengeance, she snarled, scratching at the chain pinning her to the ground. She watched them, fury in her eyes, as they stepped outside, closing the door. She slumped. Well, it was worth a try...

Turning around, she rushed to Silus' side, as he groaned.

She tried to not look at the wide, mildly deep cut on his hip, rather focusing on his face. His features pinched in tight pain, she whimpered, almost as if she was in pain herself.

"I'm okay girl... It's alri- Ugh..."

_Pfft_.

He was _anything_ but alright.

Trying to get up, she inwardly groaned. He was an idiot sometimes. She pushed him gently back down, warbling.

_Silus_.

He sighed, laying down on his back beside her, head resting on the ground, just in front of her snout. Their eyes locked onto one another, equally tired and full of pain. The young man grimaced, his hand hovering over the wound he had sustained through Queen Scarlet's rage. He stared into icy blue eyes, their owner being the _only_ comfort he could find in this dark room. In his _life_.

In _him_.

"I know I've said this before, Aurora... But I love you more than_ anything _in this damned world..."

She cooed, rubbing her snout in his open, limp hand. He smiled faintly, her face and expression adorable, despite the situation they were in.

They would make it. They _would_ escape...

Only issue? How they were going to do that, of course... And neither of them had the slightest clue as to how they would pull it off. Or, when... If ever.

Oo-oOo-oO

"Right... Just how are we meant to get out?"

Toothless growled, looking from Hiccup to their destination. He_ totally _hadn't prompted Crimseara to tell him about pretty much the entire layout of Asgard.

And, the Bifrost, or the Rainbow Bridge, which apparently connected Midgard to Asgard.

So, if his hunch was correct, crossing it would basically send them back to the planet of Mortal Humans.

Mortal Humans... It sounded so weird, did that. He had obviously heard things about Immortals from other dragons over the years, especially before he met Hiccup and the nest relayed a LOT of their faith on the Gods, but he had never exactly believed in them...

But now that he had seen living, breathing evidence, he was more scared than he was in awe.

Being a Night Fury, and the 'most lethal' dragon known to human-kind, had its ups and downs, and its perks. One of those was the unexplainable and mutual respect he had from his fellow dragons- no one dared challenge him, well, aside from dragons like the False Queen, the Red Death, or a Bewilderbeast. So basically, any dragon who wasn't a Alpha of some kind respected him. Even then, the snowy Bewilderbeast of the Dragon Sanctuary, the good Alpha, had given him his own privacy and respect. That's what had made him so noble and gentle, in his opinion.

Now that Alpha was gone... Now he was gone. And the muddy Bewilderbeast, the one who had so foolishly bowed down to that cursed menace, Drago Bludvist, had been a nightmare. He had no mercy, nothing the good Alpha had. He had killed his Alpha in cold blood, only to become a tool to his master.

He hated Drago Bludvist. The man had used him through the Bewilderbeast. Had he not been controlled by the bad Alpha, perhaps Toothless would have felt sorry for him. But he couldn't, no after what they had been through...

It haunted him. He had killed his own rider. His Hiccup.

"Toothless..."

Perhaps that was why he was thankful he didn't sleep with Hiccup. The nightmares would have him groaning, twisting and turning in his restless night- sometimes, when she passed by with her rider, or decided to sleep in the towers, Crimseara would comfort him, sometimes even sleep beside him.

At first, it had been enough to fight off the nightmares. Then, they got worse.

"Toothless!"

Now that he thought about it, for what reasons did he even _deserve_ Hiccup?! He had _killed_ him, yet Hiccup brushed it off with some tears, pretty much a lecture made of words, and tons of hugs. He couldn't ignore the pure terror he felt, every time he wanted to shoot something with his Plasma Blast. He knew he had control of his fire, but what if he suddenly sneezed during it? What if he mistakenly shot his amazing, kind and loving Hiccup? What if-

"TOOTHLESS!"

The dragon stopped cold, confused and blinded for a split second._ What_? Shaking his head, he growled in confusion. Hiccup had a hand on his head, looking worried.

"Bud? What's wrong?" His rider asked, and he stared at the ground below in shock. Had he really just zoned out? Had that ever actually happened before? What was _wrong_ with him? They were _supposed_ to be rescuing a friend and his dragon, not getting _killed_ because he couldn't think straight!

Hiccup looked ahead, squinting Into the distance. "Bud, I don't know how we're going to get out of here... At least there are lights on, so we can see where we're going... No one's still awake, but we have to be careful, Bud. We don't want to get caught."

_Right_, Toothless thought to himself. _Getting out of here_. _Rainbow time_.

He flew forward, taking him to where two large walls curved upward, reaching a point that wasn't connected. Hiccup was obviously confused. But Toothless knew what he was doing.

Diving lower, he neatly dipped between them. Hiccup gasped, as he growled in surprise.

The bridge itself was a long road, apparently supported by nothing, although the Night Fury presumed it didn't need it. It flowed with fast moving rainbow rays, beautiful and quite bright at this time of night. The two had never actually paid attention to the road that ran through the city, as they had usually flown to anywhere that was far away from the Hall and the towers. Especially when they went to the Palace, which had only been a few times. The Bifrost appeared to run from the Palace to the Observatory, where the ever-open Portal to Midgard was located.

"Bud... What is that?" Toothless ignored his rider; he would see eventually. Hiccup realised his dragon's intentions, deciding to trust his dragon. "Go ahead, then..."

Toothless sped onwards, flying close to the road's surface. He wasn't sure if you could actually walk on the bridge, so he stuck to flying. Besides, who knew how long it would take to actually reach the other side on foot.

Three minutes later, and they were there- staying high in the night sky, littered with bright stars, he looked down, now stuck on what to do.

He hadn't really accounted for the guard.

Now that he actually looked a bit deeper, it was probably a God. After all, considering how important the actual portal was, why would Odin only station one guard? He had to have ensured a lot of trust on this one guard. The man was wearing different armour to the other soldiers, so that only made him more convinced he wasn't a normal Asgardian.

He looked at his rider, who, being the deviously clever man he was, had already grasped what was up, and was now formulating a plan, no doubt.

"Okay, Bud. Here's what we're going to do."

Oo-oOo-oO

The Throne Room doors swung open, revealing Aloysius, looking angry, yet worried as worried got.

Odin frowned, standing in his throne. "Shur'tugal, what is it?"

"Hiccup!" the man gasped, and Odin felt fear creep into him. "He- and don't ask how- found out about the new rider!"

"WHAT?"

Aloysius briefly flicked his gaze to the side, as his dragon appeared, her blood red scales shining in the faint light of the Erisdar.

Crimseara growled, only confirming what her rider said. _Toothless, the reckless lizard, has accompanied him- he was not in his quarters, and would undoubtedly not let his Rider do it on his own_. She paused, her pupils narrowing.

_The reckless fools got out the city, crossed the Bifrost, and somehow managed to get past Heimdall!_ Crimseara's wings were flared up, her ear plates pressed against the side of her neck, tail lashing furiously behind her. As they always did when she was angry, her nostrils glowed with the embers of her fire. _They're on their way to Scarlet's Fortress as we speak, no doubt_.

Odin cursed under his breath, staring at the ground. It looked like they would have to make a move of rescue after all.

"Prepare a Rescue team-" He ordered. "-And gather your fellow Shur'tugalar and their Skulblakas. You are going to take back our Rider."

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N: **

**Yep. That just happened. I just left you on that cliffhanger, like the evil she-demon I am. **

**I'm not going to say anything else, but for those who are hoping to see more of this AU, here is something to dwell on;**

**Angels Fall - Flashing Fear and Shimmering Scales.**

**I'M EVIL.**

**Crystallion12.**


	20. Chapter 19- Rage and Rescue

This is War

'A How To Train Your Dragon Fanfiction'

**RATED – T – Contains: Strong Violence, War Themes, Blood and Gore, Mild Language, Mild Adult Themes.**

**GENRE - Dark themed – Fantasy / Adventure [Action]**

**SUMMARY – ****They thought he was dead. As the Scarlet Queen began her reign of terror, all seemed lost, the light sucked into the dark, freedom never to be felt again... But he's coming to end the fight. Darkness shall cower, as a dragon blacker than night, upon his back a man with wings, returns. And he cries out the warning, to the good and the evil... This is War.**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**NOTICES:**

**-I currently have a Poll on my Profile Page. It Is for 'Reckless or Selfless?' and is about naming the Deathsong. **

**-Speaking of ROS, the One-Shot, 'Hush Now, Quiet Now' will hopefully be up soon. ;)**

**-I will be going away for 4 days starting tomorrow. I may post something, as I am bringing my laptop. However, Private Messages and all that good stuff are under same circumstances, although I may take longer to respond. Thank you for your understanding.**

**o-o-o**

**SHOUTOUTS:**

**_Pietersielie_- Oh. Dear. I'm dead... Are you going to blood eagle me? Wait, no- my dad has to do that, and he would never... Hmm... How about being burned alive on a stake? Oh come on, you can't possibly tell me I don't get a choice of my method of execution! NO FAIR! And yes, I shall flaunt it oh so openly! FWAHAHA! Thanks for your consistent support and reviews! **

**_The Shadow Fright Dragon_- You know, something tells me this isn't going to be fun... 'Sighs' I'm evil. PURE. EVIL. MWAHHAAHHAA! Thanks so much for the review- I also loved one of your fanfictions, 'Revealing The Truth Of A Dragon Rider's Story'. :D**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**Chapter 19: Rage and Rescue**

**WARNING: THIS CHAPTER WILL CONTAIN PIECES OF LANGUAGE, DEATH, AND RATHER HEAVY BLOOD AND GORE FOR ONE STAGE. VIEWER DISCREMINATION IS ADVISED, READ AT YOUR OWN RISK.**

A dark dragon, black as night, swooped down on the Fortress, landing on a cliff's ledge. Its toxic green eyes flickered in the light of the large torches, most likely lit by the dragons guarding the entrance. The young man on the dragon's back frowned, confused.

_This is a bad idea_. Toothless thought, as his rider inspected the two guards, their heads, chest, thighs and back with strong but dented and used armour, strapped on tightly, undoubtedly uncomfortable.

Hiccup felt a twinge in his mind, one that didn't feel like him, but yet was so familiar. It was a feeling of unsettlement, and discomfort. Not really knowing why he was doing what he was doing, his hand subconsciously rested on Toothless' neck, feeling the dragon's muscles tense under his thick, scaly hide.

Eyes still focused on the two dragons, he bit his lip.

This could be a problem.

"Alright, Bud... If we set up a distraction, they'll go and investigate... But there's bound to be more here... It's weird, Toothless." Hiccup's voice hushed to a worried whisper, his brow quite possible twitching. "I always thought Drago was the overlord here... But if he bows to this Queen... I don't know who's the villain any more. Who do you think this, 'Queen Scarlet' is, any way?"

Hiccup looked down at his dragon, who growled, concerned, but puzzled, none the wiser.

Oo-oOo-oO

_THIS IS A REALLY BAD IDEA. THIS IS A REALLY REALLY BAD IDEA_.

"Okay, Bud, when I say fire, you shoot your Plasma Blast at that wall, right there. Got it?" Toothless nodded, shaking now.

_THIS IS YOUR WORST IDEA YET_.

Hiccup patted his neck, completely unaware his dragon was on the verge of having an accident in

his paranoia. "After we draw the dragons out, we slip inside. See? Simple."

_WE'RE GOING TO DIE!_

Hiccup frowned, grimacing, noticing a pool of liquid gathered underneath Toothless... And gods, did it smell disgusting. "Come on Bud, let's move over there... That stinks... _What is that_?!"

To say in the least, the _unholy_ offspring of _lightning_ and _death_, the lethal, majestic, deadly and oh so powerful Night Fury, slayer of the Red Death, was seriously, mercifully glad he was a silent tinker...

Oo-oOo-oO

Dragon and Rider walked in the cover of darkness, eyes never moving off of the guards gathering at the shattered wall. They were making lots of noise, snapping and growling at each other, tails lashing and teeth being bared.

Toothless swallowed back a lump in his throat, his mind suddenly drifting to horrible memories.

This type of event had been not uncommon back in the time of the Red Death, the False Queen, and at the time of desperation and dark, much more than whacking the other dragon's flank in annoyance happened. Often, fights ended up with jaws around necks, snapping of bones, ripping of limbs off bodies, as blood and guts flew onto the other's scales, their claws drenched, dripping with hot, sticky blood.

He shuddered at the memories, now greatly saddened. He had lost his only loved one to those fights, the other to the False Queen's greedy jaws. The only ones he had cared about, before he met Hiccup.

Speaking of Hiccup, the young man was looking at him worriedly as they approached the Fortress, wondering what had his dragon so lost in thought. It was such a strange sight, in retrospect. Toothless had always looked so confident and sure.

As a loud roar echoed through the night, Hiccup and his Night Fury froze in their tracks- by the wall, the dragons screeched and cowered.

Hiccup gasped.

Very few words could describe the terrifying, yet beautiful creature, as it slithered out of a high cave on the mountain. Larger than the Red Death, Hiccup made the unbelievable estimate, that it was just a little smaller than a Bewilderbeast. It was the only thing he had ever seen that would fit in the huge halls of Asgard, and it then dawned on him; the monstrosity was a dragon.

Unfurling pale red wings, that were soon revealed to nearly double the length of

Its crimson scales were a tint darker than Crimseara's scales, and glittered in the torch's light. Its eyes were a menacing, piercing orange-yellow, with clearly angry, narrow slitted pupils. A line of sharp, deadly spikes ran all down the dragon's neck, spine and all down its tail, gold and shimmery. Its claws were the same precious stone's colour, as were the horns on its head.

As the dragon stormed its way over to the dragons, fury in its expression, Hiccup wondered if the dragon was somehow related to the Gods, or Crimseara- they sure shared a lot of aspects.

So, he wasn't entirely surprised to hear it speak in perfect Norse...

The dragon snarled in the dragon's faces, sharp white teeth gleaming in the firelight. "SHUT THE FUCK UP, OR I WILL RIP YOUR TONGUES OUT, AND MAKE YOU!"

Flinching at the harsh, explicit language used by the huge dragon, who he presumed was female from her voice, he became alarmed. Toothless' uncontrollable growl had caused the dragon to turn her attention onto them. Praying to the stars above she wouldn't discover them and tear them to shreds, a whole minute passed before she decided it was made by a guard. Roaring at them, in what he presumed would be even more cursing in dragon language, she lashed her tail out. It ended up getting caught on the rocks, leaving a shower of pain in its wake.

As if it wasn't already bad enough, in her fury, she reached out, grabbing a screeching dragon in her talons. A second later, she screeched in fury, smashing the dragon down into the earth...

Unfortunately, Hiccup hadn't covered his eyes in time.

Watching, horrified and about to vomit, as the dragon splatted like a fly on the rock, its limbs ripping from the joints, its wings snapping. As its entire underneath split open, it bathed the murderous dragon's paw in blood and guts. Even Toothless felt his insides churning, mostly from the horrific scream of the dragon as he came down. The other dragons howled in terror, most of them releasing the contents of their stomach.

The crimson beast simply looked at it, first with fury, which soon turned into annoyance and a tinge of disgust. Her snout wrinkling from the smell of steely, pungent blood, she lifted her paw, and grimaced. Scales, gunk, blood and guts were stuck to her paw, between her talons, covering her claws. It stretched like a strand of goo, and she shook it off, suddenly regretting her action, as it meant she would have to clean her paw now.

Hiccup couldn't deny it any longer; this dragon was the most dangerous creature in all the known worlds. And, undoubtedly the most violent, revolting, scary... He could write an entire book, the list of nasty words describing her was that long!

Trying not to throw up as she_ actually_ pinned a dragon to tear its tongue out, he gave Toothless a a little nudge to get him moving; they needed to act, and fast.

Hiccup looked away, swallowing rapidly approaching bile down his trembling throat. Yep, this was going to traumatise him. Permanently. Toothless, on the other hand, was not only shaking, but scared out of his mind- not so much for him, but for his precious Hiccup. He had a hunch that this was that Queen- and if Queen meant what he thought it meant...

Getting out alive wasn't a very likely outcome...

And this bad idea was suddenly even worse; which really shouldn't be possible.

Oo-oOo-oO

Silus groaned as he woke, pain shooting into his right hip. Reaching down, his hand hovered over the injury, as it was remembered. Slowly, his hand moved away, sitting on his chest.

A coo entered his hearing, and he sighed, as Aurora nuzzled his foot, her pupils wide with concern.

"I'm okay girl..." He said softly, really wishing he could just let all of his worried go and fall into a peaceful, endless slumber. "Just some pain... Nothing I can't handle..." He was pretty sure the intelligent dragoness didn't buy it, and was simply tolerating it, but to be honest, that was good enough for him.

Just as he was about to fall back asleep, Aurora suddenly growled, jumping to her feet. "Fuck, what now..." He muttered, leaning up. He clenched his teeth. Thor, did that hurt...

Minutes passed, and the Night Fury's posture remained the same. Silus sighed.

Nothing new.

"Go to sleep, girl. I can't be bothere-"

_Bang_.

Whipping his head up, he stared at the door, alarmed.

_Bang_.

He was pretty convinced. The noise graced his ears again, and it sounded pretty positive, in his opinion.

The guards never tried to break down his door.

"Help!" He cried, and Aurora seemed to get the memo. She started roaring, scratching at the ground since her claws couldn't reach the door.

And, after what felt like an eternity, the door swung open- revealing a man, standing with a Night Fury.

Silus felt his jaw drop and body go rigid, frozen with shock and disbelief.

"_Hiccup_?!"

Oo-oOo-oO

"B-b-ut- but... But you're... You're meant to be _DEAD_!"

Hiccup scratched the back of his neck, sighing. "It's a long story..." He explained. "It's Silus... Right? I know you're from Berk, but... I don't really remember you..." The Dragon Rider awkwardly shifted on his feet- well, peg leg and foot- and eyed him.

Toothless cooed, rushing inside the room, making a bee-line for Aurora. He immediately blasted the chains, freeing the dragoness.

They happily danced around each other's feet, their tails making entwining motions, batting wings. They exchanged happy cooes, warbles and growls, and Hiccup couldn't help his grin. Casting his eyes aside, he saw the younger Viking also beaming.

Hiccup whistled, and Toothless stopped, running back to his rider, roaring happily. They had finally seen another Night Fury!

The rider hugged his dragon, before turning his attention to Silus, expression now serious.

"Come on," he said. "We need to get out of here, before that big dragon is done with those guards..." The not-so-dead duo shuddered, never wishing to see anything like it again. "Because I've got a feeling she won't be happy when she discovers us." Hiccup jumped onto Toothless' back, as did Silus; they'd get out faster with the dragons running.

The two dragons, after making sure their riders were secure, set off with a fast bound, their paws pounding against the almost slippery, cold smooth floor.

"This dragon," Hiccup said. "Do you... Know her?"

"Wait... Are you talking about Queen Scarlet?" Silus asked. Mentally, he prayed she wouldn't find out about them... If she did... If she got her claws on Hiccup and Toothless... He shuddered just at the thought. Hiccup had tilted his head, Toothless now watching with one eye whilst listening. "Huge red dragon, usually wearing jewellery, with enormous wings, a horrible personality, and gold spikes and claws...? She's kinda hard to miss... Literally..."

"Yep..." Hiccup gulped. "That's her... I overheard my friends talking about some 'Queen Scarlet' but I had no idea it was a _huge, evil dragon_."

Silus chuckled softly. "Trust me, you're not the first... She's awful."

"I know... And to my chagrin... We saw."

Silus didn't ask about it any further; he already had a rather good grasp of what trauma and nightmares the two would face in the near future.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

The two dragons halted, coming across a huge, empty room. The walls were a dark crimson, decorated with gold pillars. The floor was soft red plush, and felt nice under the Night Furies' claws. Especially for Aurora, who had only felt cold rock with stubbed claws.

"So..." Silus drew out. "What now?"

Hiccup sighed, nearly cursing in his annoyance. He had been so stupid to not even leave a trail. Toothless cooed reassuringly, as if reading his mind.

For a brief moment, Hiccup's mind drifted to that- as of lately, he kept feeling strange emotions, and thoughts in his mind, that felt like they were not his own; yet, they felt so right and in place. Perhaps he would ask Aloysius or Crimseara about it... That was, when they got back. And only fate knew when _that _would happen.

Needing to stretch his legs, and relieve Aurora of the excess weight, Silus slid off of Aurora's back, wincing. Hiccup frowned, spotting multiple gashes and scars underneath his torn tunic. "Are you ok?" He asked, concerned. Silus merely nodded.

"So, what do we do?" The teen said. Hiccup blinked, and nodded, thinking. He paced back and forth, Toothless growling at his rider's stressful aura. Hiccup quickly apologised, albeit a tad bit confused by how his dragon picked it up so easily. In his state of mind, he didn't even hear the approaching footsteps, of the sound of a dagger being unsheathed.

"I really don't know." Hiccup said truthfully. "We didn't come this way, that's for sure... Maybe we should turn back, and... No, that wouldn't work..."

Silus looked his way, and his eyes immediately widened with horror. Aurora roared in desperation. Worst of all was Toothless, who screamed as agony tore through his heart, mind and soul.

And in a rush of mental power, his mind connected with his rider.

_HICCUUPP_!

Hiccup turned around, just as an eleven inch dagger drove through his abdomen.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N: **

**I am evil. And you most likely won't get an update for at least 4 days.**

**Next Chapter: **

**Chapter 20: Fire and Fury**

**NO COMMENT OR SPOILERS ARE ALLOWED. LOOK FOR EVIDENCE, IT EXISTS.**

**Crystallion12.**


	21. Chapter 20- Fire and Fury

This is War

'A How To Train Your Dragon Fanfiction'

**RATED – T – Contains: Strong Violence, War Themes, Blood and Gore, Mild Language, Mild Adult Themes.**

**GENRE - Dark themed – Fantasy / Adventure [Action]**

**SUMMARY – ****They thought he was dead. As the Scarlet Queen began her reign of terror, all seemed lost, the light sucked into the dark, freedom never to be felt again... But he's coming to end the fight. Darkness shall cower, as a dragon blacker than night, upon his back a man with wings, returns. And he cries out the warning, to the good and the evil... This is War.**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**NOTICES:**

**-The Deathsong is now named! Her name is Melody, which was revealed in my recent fanfiction in the AU, 'A Friend in Sea & Fire'. Thanks for all your votes, and support!**

**-Speaking of ROS, the One-Shot, 'Hush Now, Quiet Now' will hopefully be up soon. ;)**

**-I'm back from holiday! Update spree, begins now!**

**o-o-o**

**SHOUTOUTS:**

**_Pietersielie_- **

**BWAHAHAH! Oh yes, that is priceless, my good friend... Simply. Priceless. I know I'm evil. I try, I truly try. It's just so... So.. Moving! :'D Thanks for the review, pal! AND SERIOUSLY, TONE DOWN ON THE LANGUAGE, DUDE! 'About fifteen chapters later in this fic, Hiccup is swearing his ass off'...I. Said. Nothing. XD (At least you censored it this time... Lol.)**

**_The Shadow Fright Dragon_- **

**Hmm... We'll see. Haha, yep Silus, Aurora, and Toothless need to work on that... They do need to work on it, and someone will tell them so. Yes, indeed, they shall need luck... And, some trusty dragon-winged riders and their Skulblakas, who will be introduced soon enough... No spoilers! As always, thanks a ton for the review and support!**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**Chapter 20: Fire and Fury**

There had been no warning, no time to react. No time to prevent the event.

Hiccup hadn't suspected his foe's sneaky move. He didn't think anyone had been waiting, lingering, in the forbidding shadows, ready to pounce. Ready to stab. Ready to kill.

As piercing agony shot into his veins like a rush of water, he gasped, trying to scream, but finding nothing in him to do so. Lights danced in his vision, and a horrible shaking began. He was held up by only the dagger in his stomach.

He looked down, then back up at his dragon and the ones he had hoped to rescue.

Toothless, eyes wide with horror, and agony on his features, frozen and not breathing, watched as he fell.

He opened his mouth to speak, and found he couldn't. So he mouthed his words, which would probably be his last. _I love you Bud_. He thought, as everything went black.

Oo-oOo-oO

_Thunk._

The Night Fury watched, as the dagger slipped out of his abdomen, and he fell to the floor with that horrible_ thunk _he hated.

But nothing could ever compare to the hate he felt when his rider's assassin revealed himself.

First, came the initial shock.

_No_.

It couldn't be him...

But it was. He was back. That madman was back.

And he had just stabbed his rider...….His rider... HIS. RIDER.

The hate that ran through him in that very moment was unlike anything he had _ever_ felt before.

When Dagur had once stabbed his rider, he had wanted to kill the Berserker- but nothing like this. He had been able to control his rage back then, but this... But this, was why he was called 'The unholy offspring of lightning and death itself'.

He felt burning hot rage, rage unlike any other.

He had lost his precious Hiccup once. And now, he might have done it again.

Toothless's eyes narrowed to slits that he was certain were thinner than when that bad Alpha had controlled him- when Hiccup had been killed.

He hadn't brought blood and massacre to that man then; he wouldn't let it happen to any one else. Nit if he had any claws to use, and roars and snarls to say.

So he would kill this man. He would tear him apart. And he would exact his revenge for his Rider.

Even if it was the last thing he'd do.

Oo-oOo-oO

Drago smirked, knowing the Night Fury would pounce any second now.

And indeed, he did.

It honestly impressed him- he knew very well how furious and bloodthirsty dragons, especially Night Furies, could get when their rider was injured or threatened.

But this dragon was quite interesting.

The bond between him and his way-too-naive rider was deeper than anything he had seen in his lifetime.

The Night Fury, who he believed was named 'Toothless', for some odd reason, leaped at him with the drive and force of a Marsh Tiger, and the intentions of a Skullion, and a roar that shook the ground.

Jumping out the way, he drew his pitch black sword, slashing it across the Night Fury's underbelly. Somewhere in the background, he heard shouting, but paid it little attention. He had a dragon to kill.

Roaring in agony and fury, the dragon ignored the wound, firing a deadly Plasma Blast at him. Swerving sideways, it hit the wall behind him, burning a giant hole in the concrete. They continued this way, Drago slashing with his sword, and Toothless biting, blasting and leaping almost blindly. The dragon was losing stamina, which would probably be because of his rider's slowly dying consciousness and blood loss.

It wouldn't be long now. Soon, the prophesied Dragon Rider of the legendary Ancestral Night Fury would be dead. Dead and gone.

And he and his dragon would finally be free.

Oo-oOo-oO

As soon as the man made his first move on Toothless, and he had his sole attention on Hiccup's Night Fury, Silus made a run for the dying rider.

Trying to not look at the sickening pool of gathering blood, he knelt down by Hiccup, who appeared to be unconscious... It didn't take an idiot to know that was yak-shit level of bad. Not really being all that gentle as he grabbed him in his arms, as he was panicking here, he shouted at the rider.

Hiccup moaned, his eyes weakly fluttering somewhat open. Immediately after, the pain came to his doorstep, and he gasped, head pressing into the teens stomach. Silus gulped, shaking like a leaf. He really wished he had paid attention to those emergency lessons (which no one ever listened too...).

He barely registered Aurora was even there by him, until she roared weakly, not having a clue what to do with the case either.

"I... I don't kn- I don't know what to do! I'm not- I'm not a healer...!" He whimpered, blood now covering his fingers and shirt. The young man was barely moving, eyes fighting to stay open. In his terror, he didn't hear the shriek that shattered the windows in the other rooms- he didn't hear the terrified and dying screams outside. Aurora did.

_SILUS!_ Her mind connected with his so suddenly, it snapped him out of his trance. He gasped, just as a enormous bellow reached his ears.

The roof suddenly collapsed in, and Silus yelped, just as his dragon threw her wings over them.

Oo-oOo-oO

Toothless felt nothing but rage. Nothing but it. Nothing but the desire to murder the one who dared to even _touch_ his rider.

Woken from his trance by a roar, he shook his head roughly, eyes dilating from the stress he had put on them. Drago suddenly snarled, but rather than striking, he ducked for cover by the far walls, and Toothless soon followed. Heart racing, he crashed by the wall just as the roof caved in, a huge shriek splitting the air.

Eyes wide, he watched as a huge red dragon came through. At first, he feared it was Queen Scarlet. That was, until he saw Aloysius on her back, looking ready to kill a thousand men and a dozen Bewilderbeast- including Drago.

Oo-oOo-oO

Aloysius knew that Drago would try and kill Hiccup and Toothless...

Just not like this.

He barely had time to register everything that had happened before a roar entered his hearing, and the one dragon he really didn't want to see here came in through a empty hall.

Black as night, and eyes red and furious, he watched Drago's Skulblaka, Deathstar, leap into the scene, breathing his green flames dangerously near to him and Crimseara.

Jumping out the way just in time, he silently thanked their old teacher, who had taught his dragon to be so quick-minded and _fast_.

As soon as that happened, Drago ran over to his dragon in a few quick bounds, swinging onto the massive black beast's back, as they locked into combat with Crimseara, red meeting black. It was a touch match-up, with Deathstar being slightly bigger, and more muscular and brutal.

Swinging off of his dragon, he made a wild dash to where Hiccup was being held in a teens arms (who he presumed was Silus), and froze upon sight.

Hiccup had bee stabbed.

Oh, was Drago going to regret his actions when he got his hands on him...

But right now, he had to save the one he saw more as a son than a friend. The boy moved out the way as soon as he came around, shaking profusely. "I... He... What do we... I don't... Know..." Aloysius touched the young rider's shoulder. He took the injured rider into his arms, gulping at the blood while he applied pressure to the wound. Behind him, he heard the teen say something about how he forgot that.

Barely conscious of what was going on, Hiccup blinked up at his new holder. He wasn't sure, but the fuzzy figure reminded him of Aloysius... He opened his mouth to speak, but found no words. He didn't have to be aware of his surroundings to know he was heavily bleeding, and rapidly dying.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, back up arrived.

It came in the form of Aloysius' fellow Shur'tugalar and their massive dragons, one duo coming down into the room.

The red-winged man quickly recognised the pair as Giselle and her green dragon Kazenor. The latter immediately shot a bright jet of flame expertly over Crimseara's spread wing and directly onto Deathstar's neck, the victim screeching In pain and surprise. Most sound was blocked out by the dragons' roars, and Giselle had both ears covered as the Humanblaka over.

Eyes locking onto Hiccup, and the terrified Silus, she quickly grasped the situation. Leaping off her mount, who shrieked and shot another jet of flame at Deathstar, she yelled something to Silus and Aurora. The teen jumped on his Night Fury, and Kazenor bounded over, warbling.

"Aloysius! Code 13!"

The man nodded, handing Hiccup over to Kazenor, who gently placed the young man onto his scaly back. Roaring, he sped down the hall, his rider mounting him mid-run. Aurora and Silus quickly followed, as did Toothless.

Toothless didn't know how this could of happened- one minute, everything had been going so well...

And the next, he was running frantically down this hall, his precious rider on the verge of death...

Again. He wasn't sure whether he should be mad, or worried...

Perhaps he should be used to this by now. Perhaps this shouldn't scare him... But he knew better. He knew not everything ended happily, no matter how hard you tried...

He couldn't lose Hiccup.

Not again.

Not after he had just got his little one back... Not now.

...But something about the agony tearing at his heart said otherwise.

Oo-oOo-oO

**A/N: **

**Well, I actually finished this on my last night on vacation... When I probably should have been sleeping. **

**It's now midnight (exactly 12 o'clock, haha), and I've got a horrible feeling this is all going to bite me in the ass tomorrow morning (_This is next day_... Lol... It did... I yawned about 20 times within three hours) , at half 8 when I have to get up and pack... Ugh. I hate packing, getting up early, and most if all, five hour long car rides (it turned out to be, like, six) ... UGH.**

**Oh well. At least in the end I'll be home, with my lovely fluffy doggies (the sausage and the sulky pup) in my arms. And good internet. XD**

**LOVE YOU ALL! Oh, and, no spoilers!**

**Crystallion12.**


	22. Chapter 21- Return to Asgard

This is War

'A How To Train Your Dragon Fanfiction'

**RATED – T – Contains: Strong Violence, War Themes, Blood and Gore, Mild Language, Mild Adult Themes.**

**GENRE - Dark themed – Fantasy / Adventure [Action]**

**SUMMARY – ****They thought he was dead. As the Scarlet Queen began her reign of terror, all seemed lost, the light sucked into the dark, freedom never to be felt again... But he's coming to end the fight. Darkness shall cower, as a dragon blacker than night, upon his back a man with wings, returns. And he cries out the warning, to the good and the evil... This is War.**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**NOTICES:**

**-The Deathsong is now named! Her name is Melody, which was revealed in my recent fanfiction in the AU, 'A Friend in Sea & Fire'. Thanks for all your votes, and support!**

**-Speaking of ROS, the One-Shot, 'Hush Now, Quiet Now' will hopefully be up soon. ;)**

**-'Fanfiction Fails 1- Watching a Fake series' Is now complete! **

**-Based off of a scene from this chapter and the following, there will be a One-Shot centring Hiccup and Aloysius! No spoilers, though. Once you read this chapter, It'll make a bit more sense.**

**o-o-o**

**SHOUTOUTS:**

**_Pietersielie_- **

**Of course I can't be redeemed! I'm a fangirl who loves torturing her characters! And yes, you ARE going to get more cliffies... Sorry, pal. It's just what I do. Although we do get something much nicer now. Thx for the review!**

_**TimberJackRider- **_

**Haha! Well, here you are. One TIW chappy, just completed now. And I think you'll be very relieved to read this one. Also, just want to say, your support and reviews are amazing! I'm truly impressed, thank you so much! 'Hugs'**

**_The Shadow Fright Dragon-_**

**Haha, yeah, it took all I had to NOT kill Drago right then and there... Unfortunately, plot stands in the way. AGAIN. I won't give away any spoilers, but I'll say this- I laughed incredibly hard with the whole 'back on Berk' thing. Gods, that was hilarious! So much so, I've decided I'll do a lil' One-Shot on it... Of course, if that's fine with you. As always, thanks so much for the continues support, and reviews!**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**Chapter 21: Return to Asgard**

"Faster, Garitirus!" Valerie's dragon grunted, snorting as he pumped his all into the massive golden wings keeping them aloft in the great, vast sky. The Shur'tugal held the injured Night Fury's rider in her arms, as he whimpered and shifted closer into her.

"Hold on, Dragon Rider... Just a little longer. Boy, how long until you can open a rift to Asgard?"

Garitirus twisted his thick, muscular neck around, grimacing with sorrow in his eyes. The boy had only gotten worse since they flew ahead of the others.

Normally, someone could have healed the Rider with magic, but everyone was already exhausted, and to top it off, the area was protected magically- a spell of healing could easily be a death sentence.

He cooed. _Valerie, it won't be for at least another two hours_... He nudged the boy's limp hand, receiving only a soft whine, which was rather concerning. _It won't be much longer, hatchling. Just hold on a couple more hours, alright_? Garitirus looked up at the darkening sky, the sun setting in the west. Tonight, the moon would be full, the stars bright; his human would be able to see In the dark.

Turning his attention back to his passengers, he briefly locked concerned eyes with Valerie. He breathed softly on the young man in her arms. _You're going to be alright, hatchling_... He gazed at the stars, wondering what would happen if the young one died... _You have to be_.

Whispering mostly to himself, he flew lower to avoid the cold winds of the clouds. _You have to pull through, hatchling_. His icy blue eyes sparkled faintly._ Your destiny awaits_.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

In Aloysius' opinion, getting back to Asgard took way too long. At least, for his liking.

After the others had arrived, Valerie had taken Hiccup away on her golden Skulblaka, Garitirus, flying with a head start in order to get the Dragon Rider to help as fast as possible. Also, they seemed to have the most energy left, despite the fact they only just recently came back from a important mission.

He silently urged Crimseara to fly faster, squeezing her gently with his knees. She cooed at him, shaking her head.

Behind them, Toothless was sat, impatient and worried sick, on Kazenor's back, close to Giselle, the other Shur'tugalar and their mounts not far behind. Silus, and his Night Fury Aurora, were struggling to keep up, but were managing so far.

The red-winged man sighed, tapping his knee in agitation. Time to do the History tactic.

"John!" He called out. In response, the rider perked up, growling to attention. "I'm getting dizzy from worrying. Can you enlighten me of the last millennia of history in the Fuyra Archipelago?"

The man sighed, saying something to his mint green, female Skulblaka, Mintydreams, who chortled in amusement. Aloysius decided not to say anything.

A moment later, John nodded. "Sure, pal."

Down near Crimseara's paws was Akura on her pink dragon, Candi, who groaned, flicking her long blonde hair back. "Oh boy," She said draggingly. "Here we go."

_Oh, lighten up, you. And Alois_? Candi's attention flickered to the male Humanblaka. _Try not to think negative. Just keep your thoughts happy, and hopeful_. She scratched her chin with her pure white claws. _Knowing Garitirus' incredible speed, and his amazing stamina, they'll be back in Asgard long _

_before us. Don't you worry_.

Aloysius nodded, as John started explaining the long, complicated history of Nightshade dragons and the war with the Snub-nosed Gronckles.

He bit his lip, trying to stay positive, just like how Candi said...

But... What if they were too late?

Oo-oOo-oO

Kazenor touched down, clouds of dust flying up around his feet as he landed. Grunting, the early morning sun reflected on his sea-foam green scales.

Before he had even folded his large wings, Toothless had leaped off his scaly back.

Ignoring the civilians' surprised cries as he rushed past, he ignored how his paws ached. How his wings throbbed. How his throat burned with agony from over using his Plasma Blast. All that mattered right now was Hiccup... His Hiccup...

He had to see him, he just had to.

To be frank, he actually had no idea as to where his rider was, but he had a feeling.

Legs pounding, heart racing, he sprinted towards Hiccup's Quarters, scrambling up the steps, and ignoring the pain streaking through his weakened body.

Panting, he burst inside, nearly knocking down his door. Sucking in his breath, he looked up... And everything slid off his wings like a landslide, relief flooding his every thought and inch of his body. He collapsed, panting.

Hiccup was alive.

Oo-oOo-oO

"Hiccup? Toothless?" Aloysius slipped inside, smiling softly.

The Dragon Rider looked up, eyes weary and exhausted. Toothless was laid beside the bed, head in his rider's arms.

Hiccup sat up, wincing. Despite the magical healing down to save his life, they had still used stitches to patch him back up, not wishing to use magic to completely heal him- they didn't say why, but the young man didn't question it.

"Hmm... Ey... Alois..." He softly sighed, the man sitting on his bed. He happily let himself collapse into the man's arms, resting his head in Aloysius' lap.

Resting his wings on the bed, whilst reaching one arm behind him to stroke Toothless, he yawned. "How do you feel?" He asked, but already knew the answer.

Hiccup chuckled quietly, blearily closing his eyes for a minute. "Exhausted... Everything hurts..."

"I'm not surprised. You did get stabbed pretty badly, Hiccup..." Aloysius lowered his nose into his soft auburn hair, snorting softly. Hiccup leaned into him, returning the affectionate gesture. "You had me so scared..." Aloysius whispered. "I thought I had lost you, just after I found you..."

"Yea..." Hiccup yawned. "Sorry... 'Bout that... It's a habit of mine... Ya know... Nearly dying..."

Toothless growled in annoyance, lightly hitting his beloved rider on his foot with his tail. _I'm aware of that_... He thought, although a moment later, Hiccup froze, staring at him with wide eyes.

"Hiccup? Hiccup, what's wrong?" Aloysius asked worriedly. Hiccup shook his head, still staring.

Toothless warbled, reaching out with his mind to rub a strange presce- wait. That... Was that- Was that Hiccup?

"Aloysius..." the Dragon Rider started slowly. "Why can I hear Toothless' thoughts?"

The Shur'tugal froze. He looked at Toothless, then Hiccup, and then at the dragon again. He took a deep breath. In his own mind, he alerted Crimseara what was going on. After what felt like an eternity, he turned back to the Night Fury and his Rider.

"Hiccup, Toothless..." He said slowly. The two looked on, confused. Toothless slowly slithered around, so he and Hiccup both looked him directly face on.

He met their gazes. "You just bonded."

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N: **

**Ok, ok. You can put away the pitch forks now. I didn't kill Hiccup! He's still got an important destiny to fulfil, after all. **

**So, what is this 'bonded' thing? Why is it such a big deal? Well, the next few chapters, you'll get to know just why it's so special- and, just what is going to happen with not only Hiccup and Toothless, but also Silus, and Aurora!**

**Well, that's it for now, so I'm going to bed. More updates and stories comin' tomorrow, though! '**

**Love you all!**

**Crystallion12.**


	23. Chapter 22- They're Ready

This is War

'A How To Train Your Dragon Fanfiction'

**RATED – T – Contains: Strong Violence, War Themes, Blood and Gore, Mild Language, Mild Adult Themes.**

**GENRE - Dark themed – Fantasy / Adventure [Action]**

**SUMMARY – ****They thought he was dead. As the Scarlet Queen began her reign of terror, all seemed lost, the light sucked into the dark, freedom never to be felt again... But he's coming to end the fight. Darkness shall cower, as a dragon blacker than night, upon his back a man with wings, returns. And he cries out the warning, to the good and the evil... This is War.**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**NOTICES:**

**-The Deathsong is now named! Her name is Melody, which was revealed in my recent fanfiction in the AU, 'A Friend in Sea & Fire'. Thanks for all your votes, and support!**

**-Speaking of ROS, the One-Shot, 'Hush Now, Quiet Now' will hopefully be up soon. ;)**

**-Based off of a scene from this chapter, there will be a cute, light and fluffy One-Shot centring a recovering Hiccup and a fatherly, over-protective Aloysius! No spoilers, though.**

**o-o-o**

**SHOUTOUTS:**

**_Pietersielie-_**

**Aww, really? Oh well, it's your decision (reference to end of this chapter, much?), but I'd like you to continue... Because you might be waiting a while... My estimate for the length of this story is currently 80 chapters... Yeah, you heard me right. 80. Thanks for the review!**

**_The Shadow Fright Dragon-_**

**Yes, I'm not that evil. And, you'll find out where Aurora and Silus' fate lies very, very soon. Not in this chapter, I think it's the next, but I could be wrong. Yeah, I'm on a update spree! YAY! And yeah, it's his strongest habit. STRONGEST. HABIT. AKA, you're gonna see a LOT, as in, HILARIOUSLY AWFULLY CRAZY a LOT, of it in the future. Thx for the review!**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**Chapter 22: They're Ready**

"_Hiccup, Toothless... You just bonded." _The words rang through Hiccup's mind the entire night.

Not long after he said those words, Aloysius had said 'they would discuss this another time' and had hugged them goodnight. The dragon-winged man had left, shortly afterwards.

He wondered what Aloysius meant. Ever since that moment, Toothless was silent, the voice had left- the only thing he felt was that presence in the back of his mind, which, he presumed was indeed his dragon.

It confused him greatly; hadn't they already bonded?

Aloysius had said the words with that type of power behind it; but what did he mean?

_I don't know, Hiccup_. His head snapped up, and his eyes immediately locked on Toothless, who had his head raised, pupils dilated. He nodded, mind gently brushing against his own, causing Hiccup to shudder at the bizarre sensation. _But I feel like this has something to do with it_... The Night Fury slowly approached, cooing. _I waited 20 years for this moment, Little One_.

Hiccup tilted his head; what was his dragon saying? And... Did his dragon just call him, 'Little One'?

The black dragon nuzzled his arm, snorting warm air onto his tensed muscles. _I knew we were destined to be, right from the moment I hatched, all those long moons ago_. He met his rider's gaze. _I just did not know who it would be..._ _I guess that's why I was surprised when I first met you_.

Hiccup lowered his gaze, guilt running into his veins. Toothless had been thinking he was his destined rider, the one he had searched for, his entire life, and he...

He had wanted to kill Toothless.

Sure, things had been cleaned up since then, but still...

_I'm such an idiot_... Hiccup thought, and Toothless nearly snorted in amusement at Hiccup's obliviousness.

_Do not think much of it, Hiccup. You are no idiot_. The young man's eyes widened.

"Wait, hold on... Can you hear my thoughts?!" He asked, and his jaw dropped when his dragon dipped his head.

_I have waited so, so long for the day we could talk like this, Hiccup. There's so much I want to tell you, about my kind, about dragons, about my life, what I've seen and done- but that will have to wait for now_. Toothless nudged his arm lovingly. _I can now hear your thoughts, and you can hear mine_.

Hiccup laughed, as he took his dragon's head into his arms. Gently, he pressed their foreheads together, gazing into his companion's sparkling emerald eyes.

And together, they thought the same thing. _We are one_.

Oo-oOo-oO

Toothless slipped his head inside the room, looking around. He reached his mind out to his rider, secretly adoring and savouring the feel as he connected his consciousness with his precious Hiccup._ You ready to go, Little One_?

_Yeah. Hold on, Bud_. Hiccup appeared from around the corner, dressed in his black pants and dark green shirt, and a black cape with gold and silver lacing behind him. Toothless himself was wearing two gold 'shoes' on his fore-paws, and a stunning gold collar, that connected to a 'Dragon Cape'. It was black, with gold and silver lacing. It ran over his back, a thin line of fabric, that also flowed underneath his wings, until it connected up. It then flowed down, over his gliders **[1]**, and just touching the floor.

Hiccup winced slightly, still slightly unstable from his injury. It still puzzled him to no end, did the whole scenario. He looked his dragon up and down, before snorting at the cape. _I still say that looks like a dress_. He said to his dragon telepathically, in a amused, bland, matter-of-fact voice. During the last few days, they had pretty much mastered the technique, and had learned to love it nearly as much as flying.

Insulted by his rider's remark, Toothless growled, lightly whacking his rider on the head with his tail, where he wore an automatic tail fin (despite the fact he wouldn't fly without Hiccup). It does not! He snapped, defending his dignity. _It's very majestic, and shows how professional and royal I am_!

Walking outside, closing the door behind him, he smirked._ Yes, yes, it is that too... It's also very girly._

The Night Fury snarled, threatening to hit Hiccup again.

The two continued to jab at each other like this, the entire way to the Palace of Asgard.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

Dragon and Rider walked down the halls of the palace, gold and bright as they remembered them. Hiccup smiled, remembering this was where he was reunited with his best friend.

_Are you alright_? Toothless suddenly asked, and Hiccup tilted his head In question. _Your stomach. Does it hurt_?

_No... Not badly_. Hiccup said rubbing his dragon behind the ears affectionately.

Toothless looked dubious, and Hiccup wasn't too sure if he could argue with his dragon's reasoning. _Hiccup, you were STABBED. You should have been KILLED. Are you SURE it doesn't hurt_? The man winced at how harsh it sounded, and how true it just was. However, he didn't get a chance to respond, as a guard approached, and halted before them. The duo turned their attention to the man in golden, standard Asgardian armour.

"Dragon Rider Hiccup, Night Fury Toothless, please enter." The guard courteously stepped back as the doors to the Throne Room opened. Hiccup sucked in a breath, one hand resting on Toothless' neck.

Something told him Odin was _not_ going to be happy.

Oo-oOo-oO

Odin looked down at the Night Fury and his rider, who were in a submissive bow. He had already told them not to bow before him in private, but right now, he couldn't blame them.

They knew _exactly_ what they had done.

"Stand." He ordered quietly. They were silent as they stood onto their feet. He took a deep breath, brow pinched in agitation.

"I'm very disappointed in you two. Although I do not know how in all existence you found out of Silus and Aurora, I know that you completely ignored your own safety in your actions. And for this, I ought to punish you thoroughly..."

Toothless had a fire in his eyes, that almost challenged, _dared_ Odin to even try and lift a finger to harm his rider, which honestly made sense. The dark dragon had been through a lot of trauma lately; he had watched his own rider get fatally _stabbed_ by their worst enemy. Nearly killed by the _same_ madmanwho had killed him before. It was no wonder the dragon was more protective and cautious than ever before.

"But I will not. For one, if I did, I would be no better than Queen Scarlet herself for harming you. Secondly, I do not wish to become the next name on your dragon's kill list, which, I assure you, Is rather long, and there are a lot of souls on there you are not familiar with, Hiccup." Toothless' eyes narrowed; how did Odin know?!

He sucked in another breath. "But that aside..." His gaze hardened. "What you did was foolish, reckless, and completely ignorant of consequence. You could have been killed!"

Dragon and Rider lowered their heads in shame, sharing a worried glance. They looked back up at the God with fear and a plead for forgiveness in their eyes. "But,"

"It was also brave, and selfless. And I understand your motives." Hiccup and Toothless slightly slumped in relief, and he continued. "Silus was from Berk, and Toothless, I believe you have not seen another Night Fury since hatching."

Hiccup looked at his dragon friend, looking at the ground, silent and thoughtful. He hadn't known that- he'd presumed it had only been since the dreaded Night Fury had fisrt appeared in the sky, 4 years after he was born... Then again, if Toothless had been searching for him since hatching, then... What did that mean...?

"Now, that aside, if I am correct, something else happened on that night." The duo looked at one another with a knowing look.

"You two made a connection, did you not?"

Hiccup shuffled, searching for the right words. He wound up with just one. "...Yes?"

"You did, and I can feel it right now. It is very strong, is your bond. Now, without delving too deep into the lore, let me explain why such a connection has been made."

"Long ago, there were Dragon Riders, who protected, and hailed from a far away land in a unknown Realm, the continent they inhabited known as Alagaesia. Wars raged and races came to the land native to dragon kind, before eventually, the Dragon Riders formed. Evil rose among them, and they fell. Years and years later, one rider who bonded with a blue dragoness, defeated him. They left their home to raise more riders." He paused to breath, the now bonded duo in front of him looking mystified and intrigued.

"Now, I am not too familiar with what happened after that, as it is a secret only well known by the dragon riders of today. They are immortal, gifted with inhuman abilities, and magic- although it was not the case back in the time of the First Generation of Riders, now these warriors possess dragon wings, which match the colour of their bonded dragon."

He continued. "After bonding, they can hear one another's thoughts- if they so choose, they can become immortal, and join the ranks of the Shur'tugalar and their Skulblakas. That is what immortal dragons and their riders are named, as the name of their race, is said to seal who they are. After bonding, they become one- they are soul-mates for life. Only death can do them part."

Hiccup looked at Toothless, absolutely gob-smacked. He was not expecting _any_ of this. His dragon looked just as shocked.

Odin continued, stroking the back of one of his ravens, the other perched on his shoulder. "Aloysius, and Crimseara are one of these duos. And," He looked at them with a glimmer in one eye. "You can become one of those."

Hiccup stood frozen for a second, before spluttering on his own words, until eventually, something valid came out. "WHAT?!"

The ruler of Asgard nodded respectively. "If you wish, you can become a Shur'tugal, and your dragon, a Skulblaka. I cannot say much on it, but if you wish to return to Berk one day, and save Midgard from Queen Scarlet, it is what must be done."

He looked on sternly. "It is your choice, and cannot be made by any other."

The man uneasily looked to Toothless, who was looking at his claws, expression unreadable. Toothless? He asked. Bud, what do you think...?

_I go where you go. I do what you do_.

Toothless cooed. _Hiccup, I would fly from Asgard to Hel and back just to be with you. It's your choice_.

Hiccup looked up, his decision final, his mind set.

"We'll do it."

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**Next Chapter: **

**So That's What You Meant**

**A/N: **

**Well, things are starting to get tense, huh? Starting to make more sense? 'Glares playfully at Pietersielie'. **

**Just wanted to take this opportunity to thank each and every one of you for how far we've come- seriously, this was my first fanfic (that wasn't a One-Shot, my very first was 'The Last Touch')... And it's been about 5 months now, and we're already on Chapter 22! **

**I can't thank you guys enough for all the support and inspiration you've given me- as of now, we're on 56 Follows, 43 Reviews (which I find amazing), and 34 favourites! **

**Seriously, I'm mind blown. Thank you so, so much, guys! I love you so much! FREE HUGS!**

**REFERENCES-**

**[1]- gliders – The second, smaller set of wings on a Night Fury, used for steering and assistance when gliding through the air. (Not official/cannon)**

**LOVE YOU ALL TO BITS!**

**Crystallion12.**


	24. Chapter 23- I HAVE A TAIL!

This is War

'A How To Train Your Dragon Fanfiction'

**RATED – T – Contains: Strong Violence, War Themes, Blood and Gore, Mild Language, Mild Adult Themes.**

**GENRE - Dark themed – Fantasy / Adventure [Action]**

**SUMMARY – ****They thought he was dead. As the Scarlet Queen began her reign of terror, all seemed lost, the light sucked into the dark, freedom never to be felt again... But he's coming to end the fight. Darkness shall cower, as a dragon blacker than night, upon his back a man with wings, returns. And he cries out the warning, to the good and the evil... This is War.**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**NOTICES:**

**-There is a new Poll on my Profile Page, and it'll mean a LOT to me if you vote. There is quite a bit there, I'm afraid, but if you read this... Well, that should be no problem. Basically, it consists of fifteen story concepts, including rating, genres and setting (some don't have them confirmed) Depending on what has the most, I'll write... Eh. No idea how it'll work... Just vote. You get three votes!**

**-For those Melody/Hiccup lovers, and the users who read/are reading the RoS instalments, 'Symphonies and Souls I: Reckless and Selfless?' and 'A Friend in Sea & Fire' the One-Shot, 'Hush Now, Quiet Now' is now completed and posted! Thank you for all your support!**

**-Aloysius/Hiccup fluff is everywhere! The One-Shot I have hinted at is pinned down for making,and there's going to be another One-Shot on a different topic, that instead has Silus/Hiccup bonding- and there's even a healthy dose of it in this chapter! **

**FEEL THE FLUFFFF!**

**-I'm thinking of making up a Forum for TIW AU, but... The site is stupid. Apparently, I can't make another Forum, if its the same 'combination of so and so' which it isn't, so I might have to take my other forum down for it... Wow. I am SO happy about that. 'Smashes computer.'**

**o-o-o**

**SHOUTOUTS:**

**_Pietersielie- _Eh... Heh... Great! 'Looks frantically at a VERY unamused Hiccup' Should I tell him? **

**Hiccup: Meh. Your idea, not mine. **

**'Walks off casually, looking at his wings weirdly as he chases his tail. Me gushing over him silently, so kawaii.'**

**Well... You see... It's probably... Just maybe... Gonna have some more cliffies... And confusion... Before the en- 'SMACK'. (Thx for the support and review!)**

_**The Shadow Fright Dragon- **_**Yeah, getting' intense, huh? Well, there you go... I hope you got your whole vocabulary list back, by the way, I feel like you're gonna need it, these chapters coming... And actually, they're gonna need a LOT more than just 'good' luck... 'Evil grin'. Thanks for being amazing, and reviewing, staying with us for this long- it truly means a ton. :D**

_**LE3 101**_**- Thanks! I probably put most of my dedication and love on TIW, as it is my leading, and currently personal favourite fanfiction- and among you amazing Dragonites (hugs everyone, effectively breaking the fourth wall, as my family scream and panic, calling police and etc) , it is indeed your favourite, I'd say. Thanks again, for the reviews, and being awesome!**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**Chapter 23: I HAVE A TAIL!**

Hiccup groaned, slowly stirring. He could feel numb, stinging pain throbbing everywhere. Some

hurt in particular- his back, his neck... His arse. (The latter was by far the worst) That aside, he was on a large bed, which would be better suited to fit three people rather than one.

On instinct (one he didn't know he had), he curled up to the pain, his shoulders retracting in, arms wrapping around his torso.

Light peaked through the balcony's- wait, balcony?

He lifted his head grudgingly, pain shooting up his neck. He looked around, and slightly backed against the head board, sitting up a bit.

The Dragon Rider was in a different room than usual, not the one back in the Hall of Dragons.

It was a dark room, the walls a dark blue that faded into midnight black, and the ceiling stunning; it was pitch black, but the roof was littered with silver dots, that shimmered in the light. Just like the night sky, Hiccup could only imagine how soothing it would be to fall asleep under the layer of stars.

The floor was a soft, plush, midnight blue, that he could imagine being very soft. His bed's covers went with the theme of the luxurious room, the covers a dark blue; it had a very intricate, detailed design of a pitch black dragon sewn on, bright, icy blue flames in its mouth. The bed itself felt amazing, and he almost didn't want to get out of it.

Looking over at the walls, there wasn't much on them, except for one opposite his bed, where a black dragon silhouette curled around the black pillar in the far right corner (from his position, it was the right. From birds eye view, it was top right corner), creating a very cool look- he turned his attention to the balcony.

The exit to the balcony had an arch made of the same, shimmery black stone, although he believed the actual platform attached to his room was white and gold. He couldn't see much of it, but he could tell it was huge.

The exit itself was rather big, and had two glass doors that were completely see-through, the knobs a shimmery silver. The exit was mostly covered by pitch black curtains, with a dragon sewn on, a silhouette, the outline a gorgeous silver-blue. The dragon's eye was a vivid green that was almost the exact shade as his own dragon's.

Looking to the left corner (birds eye view, it's the top right), he saw what he believed was meant to be bed. It baffled him, but it was the only thing he could think of.

It used the same black stone (he wondered if it was a precious metal, considering everything else on Asgard he'd seen so far) to create a crown-like railing, an exit at the front. It had no roof, and it had a smooth, flat black platform. Around the raised edges, it had ten silver dots like the room' roof did. Pillows, blankets and cushions were laid out over the base, and Hiccup wondered if suddenly, he was royalty.

By the wall, beside the exit to the balcony, was a large wardrobe, black and purple with silver tracings and knobs, going along with the night-time theme.

To his right, he saw a bedside table, raised so it was slightly higher than his bed's level. There were two empty shelves underneath, and on the top, there was a beautiful lamp (as he had learned from Aloysius- it still intrigued him), its base shaped like a dragon. He also saw a strange rectangular object with numbers on its front, and honestly, he had no clue as to what it was. Also a mystery object, there was a small, rectangular object with little round circles on. There was tiny numbers underneath.

Right. He had business to do. Finished taking in the sights, he cleared his mind.

With a intake of breath, he stood up on his knees, as he didn't want to face plant on the ground, and fall over. As he had suspected, he did wind up falling down. Immediately after, actually, with shock running through his veins.

He was so light. As in, weird and inhumane light-weighted; since when had that happened? How long had he been unconscious? He didn't feel hungry...

It was actually rather terrifying, putting it side by side with his pains. What had happened?

With a snort, he realised he was shirtless. Why? He had no idea.

He could faintly remember having some important conversation with Odin and Toothless... Yes, he could talk to the Night Fury now, couldn't he? Yes... Yes, it was coming back to him now.

Braving and manning up, he decided to try and get up again. His whole body shuddered as he rose steadily, almost rattling. His muscles tensed, cramped, which shot pain through him again.

When they finally stopped, everything seemed to rattle, then collapse, falling asleep, almost.

He flexed his shoulders cautiously, eventually returning circulation to his body. Confident he wouldn't have any more problems, he turned around, swinging his legs over the side of the bed.

The rider looked to the bedside table, and frowned, seeing his prosthetic no where in sight. It must already be on. That would explain why his foot hurt, but then again, that could just be what was causing all the other pains in his body. His head throbbed again, as if something had invaded- it was almost like when Toothless had first entered his mind, just stronger. Speaking of Toothless, where was he? He hope d the dragon wasn't hurt.

_Little One_? Ah. Typical.

Hiccup reached out his own mind, rubbing timidly against the presence with shock; that was Toothless! Since when had his mind become so powerful?

_Bud _? He asked, as his dragon's mind once again rubbed against his own. _Bud, what's going on_?

The dragon seemed almost amused. _You don't remember_? He questioned. The adolescent shook his head. _Oh yes, this... This is great_!

The dragon sounded giddy, as he laughed in a almost mocking, maniac, evil tone.

_Yes_! The Night Fury crowed, as he urged his rider to stand up and look in the mirror. Frowning in confusion, Hiccup sighed, and went along with it. As he moved over to where a tall mirror was located in the room, he couldn't help but feel as if he had extra weight on his back, and something was trailing behind him as he walked...

Just as he was about to reach the mirror, he froze. _Te hee_... Toothless giggled in his mind, with-holding hysterical laughter.

_TOOTHLESS_. Hiccup snarled telepathically, as soon as the last memory of the previous events sank in, and everything made sense. _WHY ARE YOU LAUGHING_. _THIS IS A SERIOUS MATTER_. Boy, if what he thought was a reality, then... (-I CAN'T FIND WORDS TO SAY HERE-)

He slowly stepped in front of the mirror, and his first reaction was...

"...I HAVE A TAIL!"

Hiccup was pretty sure Toothless was crying, from how hard the dragon was laughing.

Oo-oOo-oO

He had the wings and tail of a dragon.

He took a deep breath, and shaking, he slowly spread one wing. It was huge, its length, twice his height. It was pitch black, but with a small, nearly unnoticeable hint of brown at the tips- the membrane had a auburn tint when reflected in the sun.

The connecting muscles moved and flexed smoothly and perfectly to his shocked commands, and with every single movement, it was almost like his chest and torso moved with it. He could see a faint, extra muscle on his torso that wasn't there before, which he guessed was necessary for the wings to actually function.

There was a wing-claw, which was surprisingly flexible; probably to grip onto things. The wings were identical on each side, and turning around, he could see they connected to two powerful 'wing shoulders' packed tight together just under his shoulders. The membrane ran down his back, and there it ended, transferring into something even more shocking, somewhat embarrassing, and VERY weird to look at, just above his rear end.

A tail. It was long (about 5 and a half feet, or just under 2 metres) and black, like Toothless' again, but it didn't have any tailfins. A line of silver, razor sharp spines ran down the tail to the tip, and he blushed when he saw its connecting point.

...No wonder his arse hurt so much.

Oo-oOo-oO

Silence reigned, eventually broken by his dragon, who had turned more serious now.

_So_... The dragon asked. _Do you like it_?

Hiccup didn't answer, because, well, he honestly didn't know. Sure, it was pretty amazing, but he was scared- if he ever did go back to Berk, as Odin had said, would he be seen as a freak? Chased away? Killed?

_I wouldn't let them do a single bit of harm to you, Little One_. Toothless said to his fears, gently rubbing against his mind. _And if they did, I'd fly them to the nearest sea stack, leave them there for a million years, and then slowly rip them apart. _Hiccup cracked a small smile at his dragon's exaggeration, and... Techniques._ Let your fears go. I'm here, and I always will be... I promise_.

The young man nodded, wait, no- He was a Humanblaka now! It was shocking, but true. He tapped his dragon's mind, mentally embracing his best friend.

It wasn't the first time they had done this, embracing one another; literally. Hiccup's consciousness and mind, all his emotions and thoughts, merged with Toothless', as they silently said what could never be told by words.

_Thank you, Bud... Wait, what was that_? Hiccup frowned; he had saw something very, VERY weird in his dragon's thought stream.

_Nothing... But if you want to find out_... Toothless' voice became happy.

_Go outside- I'll be waiting_! He cooed to him mentally. Then, with a giddy roar, his mind slipped away from his rider's, leaving with a brief nuzzle.

Hiccup sighed, with a soft smile. Things were starting to get interesting.

Oo-oOo-oO

The Humanblaka walked across the soft floor, looking around. He opened the wardrobe, and found a pair of thongs/sandals. Slipping into them, he figured no one would care for his bare chest.

He pushed aside the silky curtains to the far sides, bunching them with the red ribbons to bind them. He pushed open the glass doors gently, slightly amazed by how strong and stable they were, considering, well, they were made of glass, or at least a similar substance.

Stepping outside, he sucked in a awe-struck breath.

Down below, he saw the vast surface of a glimmering pool, blue and sparkling, as the sunlight rayed down on it. Truly massive, the outdoor place stretched more long than it did wide, and Hiccup guessed it was about the size of a Red Death. Wherever there was ground, it was a greyish white stone he presumed was marble, as it didn't quite match the rest of the white stone.

It had a large, straight section that would be ideal for laps, that at the top (from his balcony, the right) had a shallower pool of water, even some play equipment, most of it he didn't recognise. There were steps, platforms, all sorts. A wooden deck, long chairs that looked like beds. There was the occasional sheet above areas that provided shade.

As it progressed, it created a levelled section that stretched most of the pool- as it reached an area, marked by a line, it got deeper and deeper, a raised, shallow, 2 feet pathway on the side, protected by a rail.

It ended with what appeared to be a waterfall, but he presumed had some hidden rail. Down from there, it appeared to be a drop. He could see a gate to the side, and what might be a staircase, but from his place on the huge, elegant white and gold balcony, he couldn't tell.

The vast pool area was closed in, the wall he was on going quite far down, with four more balconies just like the one he was in. As it reached the top end of the pool area, the white wall turned direction, going straight across with different balconies and exits (a large row of tall, huge doorway-like arcs,with one huge balcony that went across) to the one he was standing on- it then turned again with the end of the area, creating a wall mirroring the one he was on; however, it ended shorter, cutting off sharply as it reached the mark point on the pool. From there, it turned off right, offering no answers, as he couldn't see anything but open space from there.

His wings instantly tucked to his sides, as he felt himself slightly cower... It was _just_ so... _So_... _Big_...! It truly was astonishing, just how huge everything had been so far in his stay.

Apparently it was for the dragons, and that was another thing- he knew how big Crimseara was, but neither had ever said how big she was compared the other Skulblakas- considering how small she seemed in the halls, was she small in the size chart?

Another thing that bugged him was Toothless- how big was he? Had he changed too? What abou-

"Seriously, you need to close your jaw, dude." A familiar voice brought him back out of his dumbstruck state, and looking up, he grinned like a fool, unable to resist it. Aloysius flew in place in the crisp skies, smiling down on him.

The Humanblaka glided down to the younger, hovering just in front. "It's pretty sweet, isn't it?" Aloysius looked out over the pool. Hiccup nodded, still in genuine shock and amazement.

He landed on the Balcony beside him, folding his arms over his chest. The man was dressed casually (at least, casually for him) in his blood red armour to match his dragon, and he seemed more relaxed than normal. Picking up on the calm aura his caretaker had, he tilted his head in gesture. The man understood immediately. "Had a massage this morning. Gods, the Valkyries are amazing at It... I'll have to take you, sometime."

Aloysius squinted up at the bright sun. "It's quite warm today, to be honest. I would throw myself in the pool, but I've got my little Hiccup to look after."

Hiccup wrinkled his nose, growling low in his throat. He jumped in surprise at the sound, but Aloysius smiled knowingly. He heaved in release- that would take a LOT of getting used to, but probably not as much as getting accustomed to a tail, and huge wings...

He smiled, looking back at them. The Dragon Rider- no, the Shur'tugal, was beginning to love them more and more with every sighting and movement. He could finally, _actually_ fly!

A minute later, he remembered what the Guardian just said. "HEY!" He snapped. Aloysius smirked and laughed. "First Toothless, with his 'Little One' and now you, with 'Little Hiccup'! What is with you two?"

The man simply shook his head. "A lot, I'd reckon. But Toothless gets the nickname- he's been calling you that for 5 years, after all." He said. Hiccup gaped, eyes wide with disbelief, although he was grinning.

"Seriously?" The adolescent's wings fluttered.

He wouldn't admit it any time soon, but he loved the nickname Toothless had called him. It was so affectionate and cute... He would NEVER say that out loud, period.

"Uh huh."

Aloysius spread his wings, deciding he'd rather hover above the balcony surface than stand on solid ground. "He told me so himself, the other day."

Hiccup grinned, shaking, almost indistinctly, and folding his wings. He was starting to get the knack of this life and behaviour, and he loved it. "So, speaking of Toothless, where is he?"

The young man inclined his head. Aloysius bowed his head and closed his eyes respectively.

"He's waiting, out in the WC." The man did a flip in the air calmly. He turned in the air, facing to where the pool seemingly went over a waterfall.

"The..."

"West Courtyard. Sorry 'bout that. Forgot you're not used to all this."

Hiccup nodded, and looked around. Aloysius frowned, and then it dawned on him; Hiccup didn't know how to fly.

"Alois..."

The man flew in front of the balcony. He hovered in place, a few feet from the railing. Hiccup whimpered, cowering and backing towards the exit. "Alois.. I don't want to... I'm... Scared..."

"Hiccup?" The red-winged Humanblaka soared down to him, grabbing his arms gently. "It'll be fine. All you have to do, is take a little running start, flap your wings, and then you can flap over to me... Just like doggy paddling."

"Doggy... Paddling? Seriously, of all the comparisons to make..." Hiccup asked incredulously.

The man simply nodded. "Uh huh. You'd be surprised how many similarities they have, when it comes down to it." He took back into the air, making it look so easy and simple. The way his wings curved the air, flapping so silently, it seemed so intimidating... Now that he had his own wings... It was so strange... "Come on, Hiccup... It'll be okay. I'm right here, and if there's even the slightest hint that you are going to plummet into that giant pool, I'll surge forward and catch you."

Hiccup nodded, and gulped. He took one last look at the solid ground, tapping it with one foot, and swishing his scaly tail over the warmed surface, sparkling and shimmering in the sun.

Gingerly moving backwards to the exit to get the full run up, he watched his feet's movements with wide eyes, his heart racing, and mind pounding. The pain in his body had been long gone, the cool, crisp morning air having soothed his aching muscles. The slightly chilly winds nipped at his bare chest, but it was nothing compared to the feeling of dread in his negative mind; what happened if it went wrong? What if Aloysius didn't catch him? What if-

"Hiccup, stop worrying." Aloysius said softly, as if reading the adolescent's mind. "It's going to be _fine_. Just come to me."

The black-scaled Humanblaka nodded, feeling as if the whole world suddenly rested on his shoulders (oh, Hiccup, you have no idea... Wait. He does. My bad.) as he spread the huge wings on his back, raising his tail off the ground. The latter felt stranger than the wings, to be honest.

_No point delaying_. He thought to himself bitterly.

He looked up at his caretaker's face, reassuring and encouraging. A surge of confidence rushed into him, pushing away the fear. _I can do this_.

Eyes narrowed, he slightly ducked in his head as he ran forward, in a almost strange galloping way, before his wings started to flap, the wind pounding underneath. He nearly gasped, the feeling overwhelming him, but he found he couldn't stop- or was it that he didn't _want_ to stop?

Either way, he was determined, and he tentatively jumped up, shocked, and scared when he found himself lifted into the air, from his wings and jump, for a long, _entire three seconds_, before he came back down, the gravity weighing down on him. The feeling was one he had never expected to experience, in his entire life span, but fate has its ways.

Having wings was one thing; using them, was another story on its own. His gliding suit, being, well, a gliding suit, _didn't _have a flapping motion. Real wings _did_. And they needed them to fly properly.

Slowing down (he was about half way to the rail at the end), he caught his breath; something told him he would need it. His legs slightly burned, but that was probably because he hadn't used them pre-hand this whole drama.

As terrifying this was, it was also exhilarating; the drive, combined with the speed and force... It was almost too much.

Without really knowing what he was doing, he sprang higher than he ever had before.

Screaming, and whimpering loudly, he fought for balance in the sky, as his wings frantically flapped in the cold sky.

Changing his pathetic, frightened noises to squeaks and howls now, he was barely aware that his arms were flailing in panic. He slowly, but surely flapped his way over to Aloysius, who had a adoring smile on his face, a indescribable amusement shining in his eyes.

Hiccup whined, stretching his neck up (he wondered if it was slightly longer- he knew for certain it was now slightly more flexible) and looking at Aloysius.

He squealed, flapping faster and stronger when he felt himself dropping.

The Shur'tugal yelped, fear rushing through his mind and body. Hiccup suddenly felt two strong arms wrap around his waist, slipping under his wings. Leaning into Aloysius, he gasped for breath.

"Whoa... Calm down... That's it... You're safe... You made it..." Aloysius soothed him, eyes shining. He lifted the adolescent's chin. "See? You did it! Now, that wasn't so bad, now, was it?" He shifted positions a bit, still holding the shaking rider in his arms, still catching his breath. Hiccup stared at the pool beneath him, as if in disbelief he was actually in the air, and had literally flown to him.

Hiccup nodded slowly, leaning his head into the man's torso. "...That was...terrifying... and amazing... but really,_ really_ scary, too..." He looked up at his caretaker. "Go again?"

Aloysius laughed, stroking the back of his head. "Sorry kid, but your dragon's waiting. Never anger a dragon." Hiccup suddenly yelped, remembering why he had even flown in the first place. "Oops?" The Guardian asked playfully. Hiccup sighed.

"Oops indeed."

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N: **

**Oh wow, is it just me, or are these chapters getting out-of-hand levels of words? You know, at this rate, I'll have to go back and re-write the first couple, just so they don't look so terrible and short! **

**I was actually intending to have Toothless' reveal, and new character design in this chapter, but I decided having it completely focused on Hiccup, Aloysius, and more importantly, his new wings, would be better. Toothless will be next, as well as two other things, one being Silus and Aurora's future! Now for my no-update reason. Oooh boy. This again.**

**I'm so glad you guys are so patient. I know I haven't updated in a while, and well, I have my reasons this time. **

**School just got back in, and to be honest, I'm going through a semi-minor depression, I'm-getting-two-hours-of-sleep phase... Which Ironically is more of a life style, considering I've been like that for about a year and a half now. :/ **

**Also, a internet friend of mine on here is having a LOT of issues... She had a threat from the authorities for absolutely NO reason (the actual reason Is a load of shit) and well, she tried putting stories back up, and BAM, nasty bastards, AKA guests (BAD guests, not you wonderful folks), report her for spam... It's a lot to take in. 'Sigh and collapses in a mound of feels' (Mind my language, I'm just so upset about it)**

**But I think I'll be fine. I'm quite good at recovering from 'traumatising' events, so... I don't know. I guess... Just don't be surprised if updates come slow. Hopefully, things will lighten up soon, and then we can get right back on track. **

**So, for now, NO promises. I can't guarantee update time, story progress, any of it. Also, for anyone reading 'Can You Feel the Love Tonight', I am hoping to get that fic fired up and booming sooner than later. **

**So, last thing, thank you lot SO much for everything; all the support, reviews, your amazing patience, all of it. Thank you so much. ;')**

**PS- Poll is up! If you like my work, be sure to check it out, as the winner gets to be my next story! ;D**

**I love you all, and thanks for everything... Well, except that one hater I had... Did you guys bring your pitchforks...? I want him/her (probably a dude, it usually is) dead. **

**Just kidding. **

**Don't call the police. **

**Put down your freaking phone.**

**I'm not a psychopath wanting to take over the world.**

**-Crystallion12.**


	25. Chapter 24- Shur'tugal And Skulblaka

This is War

'A How To Train Your Dragon Fanfiction'

**RATED – T – Contains: Strong Violence, War Themes, Blood and Gore, Mild Language, Mild Adult Themes.**

**GENRE - Dark themed – Fantasy / Adventure [Action]**

**SUMMARY – ****They thought he was dead. As the Scarlet Queen began her reign of terror, all seemed lost, the light sucked into the dark, freedom never to be felt again... But he's coming to end the fight. Darkness shall cower, as a dragon blacker than night, upon his back a man with wings, returns. And he cries out the warning, to the good and the evil... This is War.**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**NOTICES (First one is about new Poll):**

**-There is a new Poll on my Profile Page, and it'll mean a LOT to me if you vote. There is quite a bit there, I'm afraid, but if you read this... Well, that should be no problem. Basically, it consists of fifteen story concepts, including rating, genres and setting (some don't have them confirmed) Depending on what has the most, I'll write... Eh. No idea how it'll work... Just vote. You get three votes!**

**-Aloysius/Hiccup fluff is everywhere! The One-Shot I have hinted at is pinned down for making,and there's going to be another One-Shot on a different topic, that instead has Silus/Hiccup bonding- and there's even a healthy dose of it in this chapter! **

**FEEL THE FLUFFFF!**

**-I'm thinking of making up a Forum for TIW AU, but... The site is stupid. Apparently, I can't make another Forum, if its the same 'combination of so and so' which it isn't, so I might have to take my other forum down for it... Wow. I am SO happy about that. 'Smashes computer.'**

**o-o-o**

**SHOUTOUTS:**

**_Pietersielie_- Lol, yup. No one is on your side. Sorry pal. Well, I hope this chapter answers your questions! Thx for all the support and reviews! :D**

**_RUBYJEMS_- I'm sure you can still hunt him down... Ah, there he is! Hold on. I need my sword... XD Thanks for the review, it's nice to see another fabulous review from you! **

**_The Shadow Fright Dragon_- XD XD XD XD XD XD... 'Ten minutes later' Ok, I'm done with the XDs. Yeah, sorry 'bout the three options. It's a good thing I did allow multi-selection- I dread what would have happened if I did not. I think I might bring the selection number up to five, but if I do, it will be if it doesn't do too well as a Poll. Yup. He just flew, and for real. Well... Sorta. Wasn't really flying. BUT, get used to it- he's gonna do it, and need it, a LOT in the future. Thx for the review!**

**Wow... Have we seriously reached 5o reviews! Guys, that's mind-blowing! Amazing! Thank you so much, I wouldn't be here without you amazing folk. ;D **

**DRAGONITES UNITE!**

**As always, thanks to every one of you- I love you all, and all your support and dedication is amazing! **

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**Chapter 24: Shur'tugal and Skulblaka**

_Toothless_? Hiccup asked telepathically, reaching out with his mind. _Where are you, Bud_?

The young Humanblaka looked around, seeing nothing that resembled a Night Fury.

The sun had risen much higher in the bright blue skies, and the temperature had now risen slightly, nice and warm. It was slightly colder than a hot summer day on Berk, which made this temperature lovely in comparison.

He stood in the West Courtyard, and when Crimseara had flown him over, he hadn't been able to take it all in at first.

Hiccup hadn't seen too much, but from what he _had _seen, this place was downright HUGE.

It had only taken about a minute to get there. After dropping him off, she had gone off somewhere, and Hiccup had been left there to meet up with his dragon, who apparently had yet to actually arrive.

The West Courtyard, otherwise referenced to as 'WC', wasn't far at all from the Pool Area and the building he had been in.

It was an enormous open space in front of Backyard 1- Backyard One, otherwise known as 'BKY1' was a grassy, plain field, that dropped off from the Infinity Pool's edge, (where the pool ended, it had a hidden wall, so the water ran over it and fell into a water container and recycled- it was really awesome, in his opinion) and was apparently for games, random running around, and pretty much any outdoor activity.

But back on the subject of the Courtyard, it had a similar layout, but a lot more beautiful- the grass was shorter and more maintained (both were, though), and stunning, white paths were around the area, and from Birds-Eye view, it was a four pointed star. In the centre, a golden and silver dragon statue was perched on a pedestal, in the middle of the fountain.

All around the area, that looked big enough to fit two Bewilderbeasts in comfort, he could see on his left (he was facing south) the distant shape of a large white building, (on Birds-Eye perspective, it is far south-east of the Gate, which is at the front. It is the corner building) and to his right, (on Bird's-Eye, it is South-East, just shy of the mid-line) he could see another field, but he couldn't see too much of that.

Behind him, there was a huge door, that led to a huge building double the width of the building he had woken in, and he wondered if it had the same rooms... He guessed it was the building opposite his own, with the same balconies. So yeah, they were most likely the same.

In front of him, there was a huge wall, that while lower than the 'sleeping' buildings, was God-damned levels of tall. It curbed neatly down to a mid-section, where a elegant, white barred gate was, intricately designed to look like each gate-door was a two-dimensional dragon. He smiled at that, simply amazed at the fine craftsmanship and beauty of it all.

_Wow. Is the scenery THAT nice_? A voice snapped him out of his observant trance, and Hiccup jumped. He then relaxed, recognising the presence and voice.

Just before he found an argument, the dragon laughed, making it clear he was joking.

_It IS gorgeous though, I won't lie_. Toothless mused, his voice some-what deeper, and rumblier than before.

Hiccup simply nodded, his tail swishing behind him. Agreed.

The Shur'tugal looked up at the cloudy sky, searching for those dark wings. He had suspected the dragon would come by air, on his automatic prosthetic tail-fin... _Bud, where are you? Are you running here, or flying_...? The dragon merely snorted.

_Ha. I'm flying... And I'm not using that old tail-fin. I'm goin' free style_.

_What_?

Toothless chortled. _You'll see in a second. Wanna know what I'm about to do_?

Hiccup chuckled. _Yes_?

_Well, I'll sum it up for you, it two easy words here_...

The adolescent froze, as a huge, different yet oh so familiar, ear-splitting roar filled the sky, and a glittering black figure flew from out the clouds. It dived towards him, as Toothless' voice shrieked in his mind; _AERIAL ASSAULT_!

And with one more huge roar, and a heavy _thud_, Toothless landed in front of his widened eyes.

Oo-oOo-oO

"TOOTHLESS?!" Hiccup didn't even say it in his mind, he was in that much shock.

The dragon before him- no- Toothless, in front of him, was huge.

He made a Monstrous Nightmare look average, and Hiccup estimated his dragon was now around the size of a Screaming Death, with the wings of a Typhoomerang (no joke, they were about two times as long as Toothless was from snout to tail tip) , or a Fireworm Queen, and honestly, Hiccup wasn't sure what to say.

Toothless still had his pitch black scales, but they had changed up a bit, now much sparkly and shiny- they glittered in the sun, like little black jewels. The ones down the back of his neck, on his cheeks and in the tiny scales below his eyes, were sharper and longer, overlapping each other, almost in a messy fashion, out of order. Down his back, they were smaller and thicker, and not as shiny, like his old scales.

The dragon's eyes were just like Hiccup remembered them, although they were brighter and shinier too. They looked down on him with wide pupils, loving and affectionate.

His head was as big as a average adult human now, and what had changed the most of anything, was Toothless' actual structure. In a way, he saw a lot of similarities between him and Crimseara, but they did have their uniqueness.

Toothless' snout was now longer and had a bridge, a small horn on his snout tip, between his nostrils. His eyes were still wide-set, if a little more pushed to the sides than before. A set of small, silver spines ran down his forehead, and he still kept his ear appendages- however, in place of normal large ears, he now had two sharp, ivory horns that carved slightly upward, ending in a sharp point.

It was so _strange,_ and he wasn't all too sure he was fond of it, as it had always shown the Night Fury's emotions so well. But his other plates seemed to be longer, and much more flexible now, doing the same thing. Besides, they _did_ now have telepathic connection, so he could let it slide.

The spines continued down his much longer, thick neck, that connected to his powerful torso, sleek and strong. His legs were longer and much more powerful, lean muscle outlining his broader shoulders. His underbelly sloped up in a lean fashion, his hind legs strong and quite different to look at. His paws had changed, too, no longer just a stump thing with claws. He now had four 'toes' that ended with sharp, white-silver claws; he had 'thumbs' so to speak, and the hind feet were the same, but had less flexibility in them, and there was only four toes and claws.

His wings stayed the same, huge and bat like, and very, VERY big. Toothless had dangerous, sharp spikes that ran all down his neck, (they actually stopped at his shoulders, where he presumed a saddle might go) spine, and tail. The spines were, as previously mentioned, silvery white, shiny and new-looking.

Another strange thing he saw was the lack of gliders; Toothless had apparently lost the gliding aids during his transformation. His tail was long and scaly, not surprisingly, and ended with two black tail-fins, which weren't as big in comparison to the body as before, but still quite larg-

Wait, what? Two tail fins...?

He quickly looked down, and he felt like an idiot. How had he NOT noticed the fact he had two feet again?!

_Isn't it great_? Toothless asked excitedly. _No more phantom pains, no longer do we have to suffer! We're whole again_! The Night Fury (well, at least Hiccup thought he was still a Night Fury, just... Evolved?) pushed his large head into Hiccup's chest, taking the man by surprise and pushing him back slightly. Hiccup laughed.

_Yeah... Wow, I never imagined... It's finally over_! Hiccup said in awe, flexing his foot. It felt so bizarre and out of place, having been an amputee for so long.

All the memories of pain, the ACTUAL pain, the Phantom pains- suddenly, he realised something he had never considered for 5 years.

_Oh gods, you had them too? You had Phantom Pains_?

Toothless nodded, brushing it off. Never really bothered me, though. I've dealt with worse, I'm a dragon...

He met his rider's gaze. _And now, I'm a Skulblaka_.

Oo-oOo-oO

Hiccup and Toothless stepped through the golden entrance, striding forward, slowly and observant, heads high and proud as they looked from side to side.

Shur'tugal sat on Skulblaka's back, wings folded neatly and cape down by his sides, as they walked down the aisle. Dressed in black and gold armour that felt weird yet comfortable, it was more so the actual scene that had him nervous.

Hundreds, thousands of Asgardians, Gods, Dragons, and Animals sat in the rows and rows of seats, cheering and whooping, clapping and watching the newest magical duo in all their glory, as they walked down the path laid out for them. Hiccup waved and smiled to the crowds, hiding his nervousness well, as Toothless would give an affectionate snort to dragons and children, all the while looking proud and pleased with himself. The dragon was undoubtedly having a wonderful time, shining bright in the spotlight that had been shined upon him and his rider.

_Oh, don't be so shy. You've seen them before, it's not like your taking a bath in front of a army of Berserkers_. The black Night Fury said casually, not really grasping the meaning of what he just said, but rather the message.

Hiccup immediately blushed bright red, scolding the dragon for the next twenty seconds or so. Mid-way, he and his Night Fury was showered by rose petals, brought by someone in the crowd.

Shaking his head fondly at his rider's antics, he turned his attention back to the crowds. He roared in greeting to Aurora, sat in the front row with Silus sat in a chair beside her. Toothless looked on ahead while his rider waved and smiled some more, and he grunted in surprise upon sighting a certain red-winged Humanblaka. He had known Aloysius and Crimseara would be joining them, but not five other riders and their Skulblakas.

He recognised the duo furthest to the golden, dragon-shaped-base altar in the centre of the raised dais, seated in a separate area, where there were the colour-coded (by dragon) seats, behind them their bonded soul-mates.

It was that man, named John, who rode the minty green dragoness, named Mintydreams, if he remembered correctly, and they had seemed quite nice and pleasant.

To their right, was that golden dragon and its rider who saved Hiccup's life; Garitirus and Valerie. The massive gold dragon was actually the largest of the group, Mintydreams being just smaller.

Beside them, he could see a new pair that he hadn't seen before, and they looked quite the silent but deadly type. The man was simply watching quietly, his dragon doing the same- his dragon was a large male, a blood red Skulblaka, darker than Crimseara, yet he was bigger by not much.

Next to them, was that girl called Giselle, her large male dragon behind her as they talked. Toothless believed the green dragon's name was Kazenor, which turned out to be quite a mouthful to speak.

He saw that pink dragon, called Candi, with her rider Akura, and honestly, they looked quite small. Beside them were two he was also not familiar with, another girl with a sea blue dragoness.

Peaking over his shoulder, he quickly checked up on his rider; Hiccup was holding his own. Good.

Turning attention back to the special guests, he could see that sable black and dark purple, male dragon, who was curled up around his rider's chair, where a dark-haired man was seated, politely looking around and talking to the blue dragoness next to his own.

Toothless suddenly found himself locked eyes with the dark grey dragon, who tilted his head in a gesture of awareness.

Toothless slightly dipped his head in respect; this dragon was a well-known fighter...

How had he known that...?

Oo-oOo-oO

"Shur'tugal Hiccup, Rider of Toothless, and son of Stoick and Valka Haddock," Odin's voice echoed through the silent room. Hiccup and Toothless stood before him, still and noble. "Do you swear that no matter the cost, and the consequences, you will defend your fellow Shur'tugalar and Skulblakas?"

Hiccup dipped his head slightly. "I do." He said, clear and just loud enough so all could hear him.

The ceremony felt like it went on for a life-time.

Odin spoke, Hiccup and Toothless responded; Aloysius announced his confirmation, and the crowd went wild. Toothless hummed, watching the huge mass of people and animals sound their delight, dragons roaring in pleasure, stomping their feet as the Asgardians applauded and cheered.

They turned around, and Hiccup nearly jumped in surprise; the honourably, welcoming matching necklaces they had been given in the ceremony warmed up slightly, and the emerald in the centre of each glowed brightly. The accessory was a elegant chain, and a dragon pendant shaped out of green jewel. Together, they sparkled in the light, and the motion seemed to only raise the volume another notch and bring even more delight to the audience.

Hiccup caught Aloysius' gaze behind him, and the man winked. He smiled in response, and listened intently as an announcer told everyone what would happen next.

A half hour later, and the party was well under-way; Hiccup had just returned with Toothless from his toilet break (the first thing he had told his rider after it was over) and when they entered, the crowds at the tables and bars all cheered again. Nervously smiling and waving to them, the pair walked over to where Silus and Aurora stood, playing with two children.

"Hey!" He shouted over the crowd, and Silus smiled. Aurora stood up, escorting the children back to their parents, somewhere in the fray of individuals.

Silus laughed, looking at the madness they stood in. "Pretty crazy, right?"

Hiccup laughed, folding his arms and leaning against the wall. His newly replaced foot still burned from the shock, as Aloysius had said it would, and Toothless had agreed; just the body trying to understand the changes. They didn't bother him too much, as he had wrangled worse in the past.

"Yeah." He allowed himself to slump down a bit.

"Not as crazy as all _this_, though." He moved his left leg forward, and spread one black wing, also swishing his long tail around his feet. Silus' eyes narrowed curiously.

The teen nodded, then looked down at his feet. "Silus?" Hiccup asked. "What's wrong?"

"It's just..." He sighed heavily. "We can't go back to Berk." Hiccup opened his mouth to respond, but Silus stopped him. "And you know it. If they... You're _supposed_ to be dead. I _should_ be dead." Silus' gaze hardened. "If I was in major levels of shock when I saw you, imagine your poor father's reaction! Your mother! Astrid, your friends...!"

Hiccup looked down remorsefully, and spoke quietly. "I know... I have to give it time." He looked back up. "What about you...? You said 'we'. Couldn't the gods just erase the memory?"

"They could, probably." Silus agreed bluntly. "But you'll still remember."

Humanblaka and rider met gazes, and a million emotions swept through within a few short seconds. Grief, fear, shame, guilt, knowing, all of it. "So..." Hiccup started, his voice thick. "What now?"

"I don't know... I think it's up to the gods, to be honest."

Hiccup nodded. "Agreed..." He looked beside him, where the now returned Aurora was talking to Toothless. "So. How about we join this glorious madness?"

Silus smirked, but Aurora only cringed.

_This isn't going to end well_... She thought, and Toothless snorted. Just wait until he got his claws on a barrel.

All that mead was GOING _DOWN _tonight!

Oo-oOo-oO

"Wow... Well, this... didn't end well." Hiccup said blankly.

In front of him, Silus was passed out on the table, grinning despite himself and still holding the almost completely drained tankard.

By the table, was a even more hilarious image; Toothless, unconscious and his snout half stuck in a barrel. Three other large barrels surrounded him, all completely empty. The kids long gone to bed, some adults were chatting and drinking while sat on his tail, that was now a bench, apparently.

Aurora stood beside Hiccup, looking at the two drunk boys.

Her icy blue eyes shone with amusement, and the Night Fury chortled. She jumped up on her hind legs, putting her front paws on the table. She weaved her head under Hiccup's arm, which was a bit stiff at the feeling. Her head, while slightly smaller than Toothless' when they had first met, was so familiar. Not that he liked her over his dragon, by the stars, he'd never think that, but he guessed it was just that oddness that still had him unsettled.

Looking into her eyes for a moment, he shifted position as she retracted, looking down on her own rider, blinking.

A moment later, she started laughing. Silus was drooling now, and Hiccup snorted good-naturedly and chuckled.

Nothing like a good party to lead you to your first drink.

"Hey, I'm going to go lead those people sat on Toothless' tail away. Don't want the big guy to wake up and freak out." Hiccup stood, just as Aurora shrieked.

Whipping his head around at the sudden noise, he looked for signs pf danger, but instead found some more mature hilarity. Apparently, parties didn't just get humans hooking up, but dragons too- or, well, at least some _attempts_ at it.

Clearly drawn in by the perfect image of Aurora and her rear end that had been so conveniently sticking up to their table, four drunk dragons had sauntered over. One, who looked like a Monstrous Nightmare but with more muscled and defined features, a thicker and shorter neck, and had yellow-gold scales, had decided to stick his head under her tail, sniffing.

Aurora yelped indignantly, jumping away, smacking her paw across the baffled dragon in the snout. Oblivious, the dragon simply purred, grinning like a fool.

Disgusted, Aurora moved away, and was encountered with even more male dragons interested in her. Roaring in their faces, she looked more pissed than Hiccup had ever seen her before... Now, he _would _help her, but you see, in these types of... Situations, well, you simply just didn't interfere. Especially if you were him. Better to leave dragons to do their own business.

It took Hiccup a few minutes to move the drunken, slurred-talking Asgardians, (they could have been Vikings, because apparently that made up a fifth of the crowd) since they could barely hear him.

As the four men finally grasped what he was saying, they nodded, laughed a bit, and ran off, giggling and burping all the while. Hiccup sighed, rolling his eyes and smiling faintly, as he sat down by Toothless' shoulder. His dragon wouldn't hurt him. The Shur'tugal (of which was now official) flexed one wing, intrigued by the way it moved.

"What you up to?" Aloysius approached, looking a bit ruffled up, and sounding a bit off, but overall not drunk.

Hiccup had drunken a mug and a bit after both Toothless and Silus insisted, but he was never really one to get wasted and utterly destroyed. "Eh, just sitting down. I don't think I'll stay around too long, just until this hunk of scales wakes up, or... I wake him up." They both chuckled. "It's kinda funny," Hiccup explained, "He and Silus were on a contest... But I think Toothless won."

"Yeah," Aloysius snorted, patting Toothless' side as he sat beside the younger man. "You know, just a little bit."

The adolescent sighed, and re-positioned himself, just as Aloysius perked up, his wings twitching, eyes narrowed in concentration. Silent, Hiccup watched him stay still for a moment, before he relaxed again, and out the thick masses of the crowd, a familiar Shur'tugal stepped through.

"Valerie!" Aloysius called out, waving as she walked over. Her golden wings fluttered.

She nodded to Hiccup in respect, her brown eyes reflecting with a golden sheen. The tips of her long, straight black hair were brown-gold. "What's up?" She asked, her voice soft and feminine, that had a deadly vibe to it. Her skin had a nice, moderate tan, and Hiccup wondered where her origins and home lay.

Aloysius smiled. "Just wanted to properly introduce you two- after all, Valerie did save your life, Hiccup."

Hiccup blinked, fazed for a moment. He turned his attention to Valerie, who looked at him fondly. "Oh... Uh... Thanks... I'm sorry, I'm just... It's all so much to... You know, take in." He shifted awkwardly, and Toothless groaned. Hiccup laughed, the now awakened dragon just listening to the conversation in contrast to taking part.

"That's okay." She said coolly. "It's all understandable- I remember how nervous _I_ was back In the day... Ah, were we ever that young, Alois?"

Aloysius chuckled, his expression almost longing. "Aye... It seems like a lifetime ago, doesn't it?" The man nudged Hiccup with his tail. "So."

He gestured to Valerie, Garitirus emerging from behind as people parted for the huge dragon. He growled, the sound throbbing and echoing as it vibrated. Golden scales glittering and sparkling, he lowered his head down to make his snout push into his rider's hand, icy blue eyes locking onto Hiccup, gentle and bright. He snorted a gentle puff of mildly hot air onto him, ruffling the boy's hair, and his pupils widened.

"Those two are Valerie and Garitirus." He said simply. Hiccup nodded.

Aloysius stood up, Hiccup copying shortly after. Aloysius gestured for him to follow, so Hiccup gave Toothless a brief scratch under his scaly chin, before running over to his caretaker. They weaved through the crowd, losing each other twice, before Aloysius led them up a staircase to a large room overlooking the area below. The floor was a dark plush, the walls black, and the wall that enclosed them in and showed them the place beneath was a big plate of glass.

Hiccup growled in amazement, slightly unnerved by the dragonesque noise he made; the vibrations in his throat as it sounded gave him scared shivers down his spine.

Aloysius walked up to the glass wall, beckoning the rider over. Hiccup bounded over, and cooed in question. The red-winged rider gestured towards the space below.

"That's Mintydreams, John's bonded dragon- down there is Thorn, and Ryvor is somewhere... Oh! And the man over there who's drinking like it's the end of the world is Skillet. His dragon is that grey-purple one, down at the back with Crimseara and Garitirus; his name is Darkarai. And over there, we have Giselle, and her dragon Kazenor."

Hiccup nodded in understanding, as Aloysius pointed to each. "Hey, Alois... Who are they?"

"Hmm?"

The adolescent scratched his neck casually. "As in, who are they to YOU? Are they friends? Family?"

"Oh, that's easy." Aloysius said, straight-up.

"They're my everything, basically- yes, they're friends, but they're more like family." He paused, his eyes shining fondly. "You see, Hiccup," He carried on, "They are practically around me and Crimsy all the time; they're my Team Mates, Training Squadron, Patrol Group, Home Group... The only thing we're _not_ together in is one of our Core Training Secondary Groups, because me and Giselle chose Schooling, and well, John went down Healing."

Hiccup nodded, although not knowing what most of that meant. He looked down on the glass, resting his hands lightly on the wall. He laughed, sighting Toothless looking around for him, no doubt.

_He's so oblivious_... The man thought to himself, immensely amused by his dragon's drunken antics.

The unique parts of his dragon, whether they be good or bad, had him loving his dragon even more.

And In that moment, he knew these were the things he wouldn't admit to- the fact that...

_I like that_.

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N: **

**Yep, these chapters are getting longer. It's official. This one is over 4500 words. This is awesome. Can I say it any other way?**

**Well, don't really have anything else to say here, but I do have a new fanfiction idea; and its based off the purr-fect movie by Dreamworks, 'Puss in Boots' (just watched it on Netflix), so expect something like that- also, lil' announcement for TIW, later on, I intend to deliver Hiccstrid and more Hiccstrid to your archives. ;D**

**REMINDER/NOTE: If you haven't already, please visit my Profile Page and vote on my new poll! It will determine the next fanfiction (on 'schedule' and not because I WANT to write it) I write! Thanks for all the support!**

**LOVE YOU ALL! IT'S THE WEEKEND!**

**-Crystallion12.**


	26. Part 1 Finale- Leaving For Destiny (C25)

This is War

'A How To Train Your Dragon Fanfiction'

**RATED – T – Contains: Strong Violence, War Themes, Blood and Gore, Mild Language, Mild Adult Themes.**

**GENRE - Dark themed – Fantasy / Adventure [Action]**

**SUMMARY – ****They thought he was dead. As the Scarlet Queen began her reign of terror, all seemed lost, the light sucked into the dark, freedom never to be felt again... But he's coming to end the fight. Darkness shall cower, as a dragon blacker than night, upon his back a man with wings, returns. And he cries out the warning, to the good and the evil... This is War.**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**NOTICES:**

**(First one is about Poll, Third one about upcoming One-Shots)**

**-There is a new Poll on my Profile Page, and it'll mean a LOT to me if you vote. There is quite a bit there, I'm afraid, but if you read this... Well, that should be no problem. Basically, it consists of fifteen story concepts, including rating, genres and setting (some don't have them confirmed) Depending on what has the most, I'll write... Eh. No idea how it'll work... Just vote. You get three votes!**

**-We have a lot of TIW One-Shots coming, so I'm going to go ahead and list their titles down. 'Morning Star' , 'Evening Star' , 'The Brother I Never Had' (Two-Shot) , 'Shadows' , 'Torn Away' , 'TBN' (to be named) and finally, 'I Thought I Lost You'. Each one is pretty much all Hurt/Comfort and Angst, and Hiccup/Silus or Hiccup/Toothless bonding, the second last one being the one with the injured Hiccup and the fatherly Aloysius, directly after Hiccup was brought back to Asgard, following the events of Chapter 19 and 20.**

**-I am now a Beta-Reader! If you are interested at all, PM me, and I hope I can sort something out for you. ;) **

**-Should you have a request for me to write, I will do it. Thought I should just address that- if it is something to do with TIW or RoS AU, it is more likely to be done quicker- also, stay within reason, because I don't do M rated stuff, PERIOD, unless that rating is for violence. **

**o-o-o**

**SHOUTOUTS:**

**_RUBYJEMS_- Yup, you do that... There's my sword... Annndddddd BAM! He's dead! YASSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS- 'A few... Millennia later' Ah ha! DEAD! Now, uh, where was I again? Oh, right. Thanks for the review**

**_aslan333_- Thanks! Yours, and everyone else's review means a lot to me, honest. :D**

**As always, thanks to every one of you- I love you all, and all your support and dedication is amazing! **

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**This Is War**

**Part One - A New Beginning**

**Part One Finale**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**Chapter 25: Leaving For Destiny [Part One Finale]**

_I still don't see why they didn't put the Training Colony in the city_... Toothless grumbled from his place on the bed. _It would have been easier_.

Hiccup snorted, folding a tunic. _Oh, stop being a sissy, you're a BIG, IMPORTANT Skulblaka now, with a HUGE destiny of great battles and heroism! You can't complain about a little flying_! He put the clothing in his saddlebag.

_Besides, I thought you loved flying long distances! Unless, of course, you sent me on all those 74 hour to and back flights just to annoy me_.

That trumped the dragon. Hoping to keep some dignity, Toothless merely growled in annoyance, rolling over and swishing his tail across his snout, spreading the tail fins. Hiccup sighed, finally finished packing.

Both Skulblaka and Shur'tugal would be away for a long time, about 3 months, before they came back to Draconis Anscesora, the City of Angels and Dragons, located on the other side of Asgard, so they wouldn't be back any until then. Apparently, that might become 4 months, but Aloysius' knowledge on his training was rather fuzzy.

He loved the city, and wanted to see more of the place, but that would be for another time. The hybrid of dragon and human didn't really mind, as this 'Training Colony' didn't sound all too bad, either... Except for the 'training' part.

Only recently, he had transformed into a Humanblaka, becoming a Shur'tugal, magically bonded to his Skulblaka, originally a Night Fury, Toothless. The coronation had been three days ago, and tomorrow they would leave for the Colony, by some means of transportation. His room, which he would have for the next ten years, (they had a Sleeping Quarters Rotation Day, where they chose where their quarters would be for the next decade) was lit dimly by the Dragon Lamp on his bedside table, illuminating the room in a warm orange glow; even though he could have blue, red, or any other colour of light... He liked the more natural one, it didn't unsettle him as much.

Stretching his arms, he walked across the room, pushing aside the curtains and sliding open the doors.

Night had fallen a few hours ago, the dinner on Asgard long passed.

It was probably midnight by now... He'd check the clock when he went back inside; (the 'clock' was the strange square thing with glowing numbers on it that showed the exact time) but he needed some fresh air.

The sky was full of stars tonight, shining brightly. Down below, the night-time pool lights were on, set to a light blue.

He smiled fondly, remembering how he had fallen in the other day, and he and Toothless had a blast playing in the water together, which ended up lasting four hours- they had been forced to go inside when Aloysius told them that the sun would soon set, and he didn't like them on their own at that time. He laughed. Aloysius could be even more over-protective than his father sometimes! And that said a lot.

The night air, while some what chilly, (it was middle of autumn) was comforting, and reminded him more of Berk than anything else in the city did- actually, nothing about the city was like Berk. Here, things were a lot nicer, he couldn't deny that. And the beds were practically heavens within themselves.

Sighing, Hiccup walked forward, resting his arms on the rail as he leaned against it. Putting his face in his arms, he looked out over the body of water.

A few of the curtains across from him were faintly lit within, signifying someone was in. He spotted five, in the end. He had yet to meet a lot of the citizens in the city, as three quarters of the entire population were away at the moment. Where, Aloysius refused to tell him, but he got the idea. They would be away for a while.

_Getting some fresh air_? Toothless asked, and Hiccup turned his head. The dragon walked through the massive doors, not needing to duck like the bigger dragons had to.

Hiccup sucked in a breath of cold air, the breeze hitting them pleasantly. _Yeah_. He said quietly, closing his eyes and arching his neck back. _It's kinda nice... Reminds me of home_. The dragon came up beside him, slipping his head under his arm._ Do... Bud, do you sometimes miss... You know... Berk... Too_?

_Oh Little One... I do. Maybe not as much as you, I didn't live there my entire life, but yes... Yes, it was my first real home_.

Hiccup looked to the sky. _Do they expect us to just... Forget Berk_?

The Skulblaka blinked for a minute, unsure how to respond. _No_... He finally murmured. _I don't think they do... They just want us to set it aside for a bit. I don't know... I guess I just find it a bit... Malicious, for Gods and Angels._

The dragon followed his motion, also looking at the star cover. _And I know dragons wouldn't even think of such a cruel method._.. Hiccup's mind wavered in uncertainty.

_Are you sure_? He asked. His wrinkled his nose at some bad memories. _What about Queen Scarlet_?

Toothless dipped his head in understanding.

_I guess what I meant to say was that... Well... Only a evil soul would think it, and the gods and Shur'tugalar we know are DEFINATELY not evil, so._..

_Oh_. He looked down. _I guess I didn't think of it like that_.

Oo-oOo-oO

Hiccup took a deep breath, sat on Toothless' back and in the air on his own dragon, for the first time since their transformation.

The dragon cooed to him, looking at him and meeting his gaze.

"Well, Bud, this is it... You ready?" He spoke aloud, getting used to actually speaking in Norse. He had lately only spoken to Toothless telepathically. Toothless nodded, turning his neck back to the front.

They went through the already open gates, (as there was a magical barrier surrounding the whole place, to prevent attacks, strangers, etc.) and Toothless dived down, flying low. Hiccup watched as the Centaurs (the half man, half horse creatures that guarded the entrance to the Rider's Hall) opened the doors, and they walked inside. As they passed by the two, he thanked them, and they bowed in response before closing the doors behind them.

Hiccup inwardly drew in a breath. So much had happened within just a few short months, he could barely believe he was still standing.

Passing by the golden dragon statues brought a wave of nostalgia, and Hiccup grinned.

His new life was only just beginning, and yet, it was looking up so high.

Oo-oOo-oO

"Got everything?" Aloysius asked, strapping his sword to his belt. Beside him, Crimseara hummed, talking with Toothless, who was finally around her size, yet the dragoness still stood superior.

Hiccup nodded, turning around to see that Silus was approaching on Aurora. He waved and called their names, Toothless roaring in greeting- Aloysius nodded in understanding, going silent as he locked in conversation with his own dragon, leaning against her powerful fore-leg.

Aurora landed, warbling. Silus slid off her back, patting her head. "Hey," He said, almost awkwardly. "Just came to say goodbye."

"I know. Thanks." Hiccup smiled gratefully, laughing when Toothless nudged him from behind. "He thanks you too." The dragons, both Night Furies deep down, nuzzled one another, growling things to one another that their soul-mates couldn't understand yet.

"So... How long...?" Silus asked.

Hiccup shrugged. "Three months, according to Valerie... We don't really know yet, is what I'm trying to say." He paused. "And you? What are you doing...?"

"Me and Aurora?"

The Humanblaka snorted. "Na, why would you think that? No, I was talking about Bob and Steve."

Silus rolled his eyes, although he couldn't suppress a chuckle at his friend's sarcastic response- he'd been well known for those on Berk, apparently. He thought it was good the man was getting his old nature and habits back.

"Yeah, well, we talked to Odin about it, and... Well, basically, we're almost there."

Toothless growled, as if questioning his words.

Aurora purred, slipping her head under her rider's arm lovingly. She cooed happily. "Where you are- As in, we'll be going to the Training Colony in a short while." He explained, smiling faintly. "Once our bond is strong enough, we'll become Shur'tugal and Skulblaka, and, I guess you'll know the rest before us."

Hiccup was some what speechless. "W- Wow! That's great!" He gave Aurora a scratch under her scaly chin. "I guess we won't be that alone after all, huh Bud?"

Toothless roared in delight and triumph, arching his long neck towards the sky.

The black-winged man smirked. "Oh, and do get taller, so I don't have to tower over you." Silus huffed in playful annoyance.

He offered his hand out. "See you there?"

Silus grasped his arm with a determined look. "We'll see you there."

Without warning, Hiccup hugged him, earning a surprised yelp in response before a embrace in turn. The dragons laughed good-naturedly, as Aurora and Toothless rubbed heads.

Breaking apart, they shared one last look, before Hiccup turned away, moving over to Toothless, jumping on his back (with some effort and hilarious fails).

They ran forward, next to Crimseara.

"Ready to go?" Aloysius asked, and Hiccup nodded eagerly, ready to explore a whole new world.

Toothless jiggled around a bit in excitement, and Crimseara rolled her eyes. She told Toothless something, and the dragon cooed with a smirk.

Hiccup frowned, looking to Aloysius who knew Dragonese- the man looked somewhat dreading with amusement.

"Uh..."

"Cover your ears."

And he did, just as the Skulblakas raised their massive heads to the sky, roaring _very_ loudly as they took off.

**o-o-o**

**Part One**

**A New Beginning**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**A/N (I recommend you read this, it's important) : **

**Whoo hoo! Part One of 'This Is War' is complete! Now, well... You kinda get to wait, as TIW is now on a little hiatus, just like you get for the TV show. **

**Reasoning? **

**So other stories can shine for a bit, and we can build up some hype. **

**I'll probably have chapters pre-written released early, depending on how long this break is, and how desperately I need to write more of this. My estimate for the next chapter, the start of Part Two, 'Over The Years', will most likely be two weeks or three. Possibly more. I can't guarantee anything at this stage. **

**But yes, this story is broken into sections, otherwise known as 'Parts', named for their key event or summary. **

**[IMPORTANT: EPILOGUE INFORMATION]**

**If you've read a lot of books, you most likely encountered an epilogue at the end of a book in a series. TIW will be getting that. So, sometime soon, before the actual Hiatus starts, (we just entered semi-hiatus zone) you will be receiving a 'Epilogue- [TO BE NAMED CHAPTER TITLE] (Sneak Peak)' and then, we enter break-time. **

**Now, the Epilogue, rather than being the next chapter (that's the opener), will actually contain parts of the upcoming chapters; so that's why it's all crazy, this one moment, that the next, and then the 'W- WHA- WHAT THE?' part where you are questioning EVERYTHING you ever knew. XD**

**I love all of you, and I thank you for all your support, dedication, and love... I wouldn't be here without you all, so honestly, thank you. :D**

**Love you all, and may the Dragonites Unite,**

**-Crystallion12**


	27. Epilogue for Part 2- Hearts & Hate (C26)

This is War

'A How To Train Your Dragon Fanfiction'

**RATED – T – Contains: Strong Violence, War Themes, Blood and Gore, Mild Language, Mild Adult Themes.**

**GENRE - Dark themed – Fantasy / Adventure [Action]**

**SUMMARY – ****They thought he was dead. As the Scarlet Queen began her reign of terror, all seemed lost, the light sucked into the dark, freedom never to be felt again... But he's coming to end the fight. Darkness shall cower, as a dragon blacker than night, upon his back a man with wings, returns. And he cries out the warning, to the good and the evil... This is War.**

**Oo-oOo-oO**

**NOTICES:**

**(First one is about Poll, Third one about upcoming One-Shots)**

**-There is a new Poll on my Profile Page, and it'll mean a LOT to me if you vote. There is quite a bit there, I'm afraid, but if you read this... Well, that should be no problem. Basically, it consists of fifteen story concepts, including rating, genres and setting (some don't have them confirmed) Depending on what has the most, I'll write... Eh. No idea how it'll work... Just vote. You get three votes!**

**-We have a lot of TIW One-Shots coming, so I'm going to go ahead and list their titles down. 'Morning Star' , 'Evening Star' , 'The Brother I Never Had' (Two-Shot) , 'Shadows' , 'Torn Away' , 'TBN' (to be named) and finally, 'I Thought I Lost You'. Each one is pretty much all Hurt/Comfort and Angst, and Hiccup/Silus or Hiccup/Toothless bonding, the second last one being the one with the injured Hiccup and the fatherly Aloysius, directly after Hiccup was brought back to Asgard, following the events of Chapter 19 and 20.**

**-I am now a Beta-Reader! If you are interested at all, PM me, and I hope I can sort something out for you. ;) **

**-Should you have a request for me to write, I will do it. Thought I should just address that- if it is something to do with TIW or RoS AU, it is more likely to be done quicker- also, stay within reason, because I don't do M rated stuff, PERIOD, unless that rating is for violence. **

**-As soon as this chapter goes up, the Hiatus of TIW is officially started! **

**-In a few weeks, probably lining up with the beginning of Part Two, there will be an official 'This Is War' forum! PM me for more information, but nothing is confirmed just yet. ;)**

**o-o-o**

**SHOUTOUTS:**

**Now, I'm sorry to all those who have reviewed, but I won't be doing them for this 'chapter'. Nor, for the Prologue of Part Two. **

**ShoutOuts will return, though, for the Part Two Opener!**

**But, that doesn't mean I'm ungrateful. I love all of you, and your support and dedication is downright amazing! THANK YOU! :D**

**Chapter 26: Hearts and Hate [Epilogue of Part One]**

**WARNING/NOTE:**** If you do not wish to see spoilers, you may turn away right now. These are three scenes, each one from a different chapter from This Is War, Part Two, 'Over The Ages'. Thank you for your time.**

"Razorwind!" Alestaira walked through the bush, pushing past branches and leaves. Jumping over a log, she huffed. That pesky, annoying, but somehow still well-loved and amazing Deadly Nadder was messing with her, _again_.

After another hour of searching blindly, she heard a familiar, and long overdue squawk. Gathering up all her frustration and releasing it in a single heave, she turned around, and blinked.

Nothing.

"Razor?"

A chortle came from above her, and with a groan, she looked up, and there she was.

Razorwind's gorgeous scales, gleaming and shining in the setting sun, left a ray of colours beaming down on her, and the young woman had to squint.

The Deadly Nadder landed, her beauty, for the hundredth time since they first met, taking Alastaira's breath away. The Nadder had bright, warm orange-yellow eyes, her snout a soft blue as her head was more violet. Down the back of her neck, and running along her spine, it was a hue of dark blue and purple, that got lighter as it reached her pale blue underbelly. As they progressed down, her feet were a violet that transferred into a hot pink. Her claws were an unusual, creamy white, and the entire underside of her wings followed that. Her projectile spines were a pale green.

Alestaira sighed in what could be described as disappointment, mixed in with amusement that she ever thought I'd be any different. "Oh, girl, what would I do without you?" She got a hum in response, as her dragon eagerly stepped forward and pushed her scaly head into her beloved rider's arms.

The dragon gave her a soft growl, that almost translated into, 'You'd be missing your other half, that's what.'

They embraced again, enveloping one another's warmth and love.

Alestaira swung onto her dragon's back clipping herself onto the white, smart saddle, and peering up at the darkening skies. "What do you think, girl?" She asked, petting the dragon's neck as the Nadder spread her wings and released body weight into her strong legs.

"Wanna go for some quick laps around the island before we head home? Danas and Geldar won't be back for another hour, they're on patrol."

Alestaira grinned, smirking as she added the last part. "Without a _single_ boy in sight." Razorwind chirped happily in response, leaping into the crisp afternoon skies, pounding her magnificent wings against the strong breeze that guided them on their supposed merry way...

...To the fateful, and once thought ended dangers that were ahead of them.

Oo-oO-oOo-Oo-oO

_You know, Hiccup_. Toothless warbled, rolling onto his back, as the young man at the desk turned to face him.

The dragon smiled. I_ miss the times you would draw. When the whole chief thing came up, it slowed by a long shot... And now, what with all the training and stuff... Well... You're never relaxed_. His eyes drooped, and his ear plates pressed against his neck. _I miss seeing you laid back without a care in the world but making me smile. Making me stick my snout in your paper_.

Hiccup chuckled, remembering how his dragon used to do that. But then, he frowned. _I'm relaxed_. He said in defence. _Reading is calming_- He tapped the side of his book with the tip of his large wing- _And I'm doing that right now. You said that to me yourself, Bud_.

_I know. But it's not because you WANT to, is it? Your thinking and concentrating, imagining a battle where that Raquarrak battle scene plays out, and you have to command the troops, or save the people; or, try to do both_.

Hiccup looked at his book, then sneaked a glance at his dragon. Toothless was looking in another direction as he was, his paws.

The dragon's voice hardened, the way it always did when he got serious. _You know that. You deny that. You refuse to accept the fact, that if you want to fulfil your destiny, you can't just set aside everything else._ His eyes lifted. _You can't set aside ME_.

He stood up, and a tiny fear blossomed in Hiccup's heart- what was he doing?

Toothless looked him in the eye, massive slits against emerald orbs. Even if he wasn't trying to, the Skulblaka was the most intimidating thing Hiccup knew in that moment. Especially, with his deep, 'menacing voice', as Aloysius had called it, that echoed in his mind.

_I'm your dragon, and you are my rider_. His eyes bore into Hiccup's soul harder, if that was even possible.

_Do not pretend like I am not. I will be over-protective. I will fight for you. I will kill for you. I will DIE for you. And most importantly, I will NEVER, ever, in my entire life, love another the way I do to YOU_.

He lowered his massive head, pressing his snout into Hiccup's loosely open palm. They looked at it together, and met gazes in sync. _We are ONE, Hiccup, and only death can change that_.

After a moment, he drew his head back, and snorted, thin streams of blueish grey smoke rising, causing Hiccup to blink repeatedly.

_Now- with all that mushiness out the window._..

He gave his rider a playful glare, and grabbed a piece of blank paper, dropping it on the desk with a cute, expectant look.

_Draw me_.

Oo-oO-oOo-Oo-oO

**[WARNING: This chapter contains some rather strong language at the end. Viewer discrimination is advised.]**

Hiccup groaned, covering his eyes with a sore hand. To be honest, everything was sore and achy, but he supposed that was to be expected.

The Humanblaka's head turned around sharply, as a dragon poked its head through the tent's entrance, revealing to be a gold and sandstone coloured Firewing, one of Asgard's troops. Beside him, a man appeared, looking just as beaten up and distraught as everyone else. Their matching set of silver armour reflected off the sunset's rays, although stained with dried blood from the battle.

"Come in," Hiccup yawned. "No point standing outside."

They stepped inside with a courteous nod. The man was first to speak up. "Sir, are you well?"

Unamused, he allowed himself to collapse onto the bed. Silence reigned, proving the message had been delivered.

Hiccup's attention fluttered to the dragon, who made a remark something along the lines of 'thought so.' He snorted in amusement. "Yeah. Pretty rough." He remarked, sitting up a bit. The guard scratched the dragon's chin, who rumbled in delight.

"Are you hurt in any way?"

Hiccup shook himself, and winced. "Yeah... But not seriously. They can wait." Seeing the guard about to protest, he raised his voice to the deadly, quiet tone he almost always used to prove his point. "There are others, who are far worse than I." His emerald eyes, dull from the day's events, narrowed. "On the brink of death, perhaps."

At this, the guard and the dragon shared a glance, as if questioning what to say. "Uh... But... Shouldn't we... What..."

"Do not think anything of it." Hiccup assured him.

"I've been through worse than a few pulled muscles, a couple of arrows, and shallow stab wounds." He raised his voice. "You are dismissed. Oh, and could you find Silus...? I'd like to speak with him."

They nodded, leaving the tent.

About an hour later, and night had fallen over the Valley of Echoes.

Toothless had returned from his perimeter patrol, reporting nothing of Queen Scarlet, Drago, or Deathstar.

While dismayed, they hadn't paid it much mind; the important thing was that they had taken out her main hideout, and slowed her plans down by a long shot. From what they could tell, half of her dragon army was now dead.

Hiccup had spent most of the hour going around the camp, visiting the injured, and healing where he had the remaining strength.

Toothless followed him everywhere, determined not to let his rider out of his watchful sight while in the Valley.

Hiccup, while he did not say so aloud, was thankful for his dragon's presence. He made sure his dragon was aware of this, gently rubbing across his mind to let him know. At this stage, they didn't even need words to express their feelings. It was a wonderful part of their relationship, one that neither could imagine living without now... It had came out of no where, but had just... Stuck.

They had just came out of one troop's tent, when they encountered Aloysius and Crimseara passing by.

"Hey Alois... What you up to?" Hiccup asked, and the man sighed, rubbing the back of his neck. Hiccup's eyes drooped in pity, seeing a line of stitches down from his ear to collarbone. That had to be nasty.

_Well_, Crimseara said for him, _We're heading off to our tent to rest. And you two_?

Toothless cooed, giving his rider a light lick on his cheek. Groaning, Hiccup pushed him away grudgingly. The dragon merely was silenced, standing by his side loyally.

He pinched the bridge of his nose. "We're heading to bed as well. It's been a long nine days and nights of shit, with little to no sleep. Not to mention, I'm not going to be able to sleep comfortably for weeks now."

The Guardian looked almost pitiful, and honestly, quite concerned... "Actually, it's been eleven."

"It has?" Hiccup took a moment to think. "Oh... Dammit."

He ran a hand through his auburn hair, that faded slightly into black at the ends, as it happened to most Humanblakas bonded to dragons. "Must be all the hits to the head I've been taking lately... Or, it could be no slee-"

"Actually, it's probably because of that head wound." Aloysius stepped forward, and touched his forehead, just below his temple. Hiccup involuntarily hissed, pain shooting up his skull and blinding him briefly. "That looks rather serious, and you're getting a mild temperature there. You go to your tent, I'll have someone check it out. Actually, come to think of it, have you even had a look at any injuries since the battle?"

"No... I don't think so." Hiccup tried not to whimper at the concerned, annoyed expression that his old caretaker bore as hard as steel.

"Go to your tent." He ordered. Hiccup growled lowly, feeling some what challenged.

Aloysius hissed quietly. "Don't you dare argue. You've got a temperature, you've lost a rather nasty amount of blood, and you haven't slept for nearly two weeks."

"I'm fine. Leave me the fuck alone."

Aloysius felt his wings twitch in agitation at the attitude, but knew better.

Despite the fact Hiccup was now 34 years old, had matured greatly, was terrifyingly dangerous, both mentally and physically, along with his loyal, brave and selfless personality, which mainly handed him the role of Captain, he still had the stubbornness of a nine year old, and at times, that turned into idiocy that put a Hogfly, re-known as the most unintelligent breed of dragon, to shame.

And now was one of those time, unfortunately. So much for a peaceful night's sleep...

"GO. TO. BED."

"No."

_Ugh_. What was wrong with this kid? He could pass out from blood-loss (he kinda looked pale, and the guy was awful at staying alive, and generally conscious after the drama was over) at any moment! 

"Hiccup, go to your bed. If you don't, I'll drag you there myself, even if you're kicking and screaming at me the entire time."

The Captain snorted, eyes still narrowed. Toothless and Crimseara were silent. "And why would I do that? I'm not a fucking child, Aloysius!" His dragon slightly backed up on instinct; his Hiccup never usually swore like that...

"Then STOP acting like one! Are you even hearing yourself right now?" The Guardian snapped. He was starting to lose his temper with this idiot.

Hiccup didn't respond.

He simply stood there, looking at the older man coldly.

Aloysius sucked in his breath, the chilly night air biting at his bare arms, the sleeves of his shirt ending just after the shoulder. "Are you going to move your arse and use your brain properly?" He asked, agitation not leaving his tone. "Or continue being an ass hole?"

It seemed as if Hiccup had another backlash to speak, so Aloysius tried the last thing he could think of that didn't make him feel awful.

"Should I remind you, who's the authority, when it comes to the chain of command, _Captain_?"

Alright. Hiccup couldn't argue with that, and that's exactly what his flickered expression within his eyes spoke, loud and clear. Anyone familiar with the chain of command, knew that a Guardian was the highest rank you could get; the Captain was underneath.

It took a moment, but eventually, Hiccup gave in.

With a defiant snort, a cloud of chilly water vapour in the form of a cloud formed, and he turned tail (literally), storming off towards his tent.

Toothless didn't say anything.

He just shuffled his wings, took a breath, and turned, trailing behind his rider, his huge, black glittering shape hiding Hiccup from view.

Aloysius sighed, knowing how stressed Hiccup was at the moment- no one could blame him, either.

But...

Was there more going on, behind the surface of their legendary, prophesy Captain?

Oo-oO-oOo-Oo-oO

**A/N: **

**Yeah, no idea where that last one came from. Originally, it was going to be a much, MUCH more darker scene, full of blood and guts... But I decided against it, because it would be a rather large spoiler. **

**Now, yes, these are ironically spoilers, and that's fine. I intended them to be. **

**Don't really have anything to say here... If you want to know more about the Hiatus, look at last chapter's A/N. That should give you your answers, and well, if it doesn't, I'm more than happy to help you in any way possible. **

**I love each one of you, and I look forward to seeing you all in a few weeks or so. **

**PS- If you don't already know, they are NOT one chapter. They are scenes from different chapters, which I will not name, but feel free to guess! I won't say yes or no to your major questions, to avoid spoilers, but the little things are okay. :p**

**Next Chapter- **

**Chapter 27: Forces to be Feared [Prologue of Part Two]**

**DRAGONITES UNITE! HIATUS, BEGIN!**

**-Crystallion12.**


End file.
